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ADVERTISEMENT. 

C/RiTfCi8M accords io giving to the author of thaw 
Emblems the praise of profound knowledge, solid 
wisdom, and fervent devotion. He deserves moffe. 
His wit was bright, his discrimination of characters 
keen, and his sense deep. " Quarles," aflSrms the 
late Rev. John Ryland, ^* was a man of spiritual 
wit and imagination, in the reign of King Charles 
the First; a time when poetic genius, in the reli- 
gious world, had not been cultivated. Spenser aad 
Shakspeare were then the only men that deserred 
tbe name of poets ; and these were far enough froai 
tbe knowledge and taste of the people called Puii* 
tans: so that, I think, Quarles may be styled tlie 
first, as Herbert was the second, divine poet^ of the 
English nation." Although the same able divine is 
of opinion, that ** in the productions of this excel- 
lent man,** Quarles, ^ there is nothing to please the 
taite of modem critics '* — that ** his uncommon turns 
of thouglit, the quaintness of his poetic style, but, 
above all, the depth of evangelic flavour, the ardent 
piety, and the rich experience of the heart, can be 
relished by none but those who in the highest sense 
of the word deserve the name of true Christians" — 
still be characterizes the following work as at once 
** acceptable and delightful," and such as ** it will 
not be deemed impertinent in bin te recommend to 
attention." This character off the eniblems4>f Quarles 
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is dated from Northampton, January the 8tb, 17TT ; 
but of '* works which have been bo f;enerally iLnown 
and well received," add the Rev. Messieurs Conder 
and Brewer, (concerning these Emblems, together 
with the Hieroglyphics of the Life of Man), '* for 
more than a century past, nothing is necessary by 
way of recommendation." 

Notwithstanding that some of his evangelical re- 
commendators ** leave to better judges *' to pro- 
nounce '* what share of merit is due to the poet, 
Quarles has at length obtained the laurel to which 
he was entitled. Quaintness is not so valueless. His 
style suits his turn of thought, however uncommon, 
.and his turn of thought his style. Who can read 
BDch lines as the following without fully awarding 
the meed that is due to them? — 

* We cross the sea, and 'midst ber waves we burn ; 
Transporting lives, perchance, that ne'er return l' 

Again, when alluding to worldlings, he remarks, 

* Be wisely worldly, but not worldly wise.' 

Surely there is both truth and beauty in this pic- 
ture of the soul of the Christian — 

' No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it ! 
No grief disturbs it, and no error guides it 
No good contemns it, and no virtue blames it; 
No guilt condemns it, and no folly shames it; 
No sloth besdts it, and no lust enthrals it; 
No scorn aflStcts i^ and no passion galls it.> 
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The descriptions of Quarles likewise display an un- 
common skill* Contemplate his portrattnre of glut- 
tony — 

* Tbink'st thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat, 
Is thriving fat ; or flesh* that seems so brawny f 
Thy paunch is dropsied, and thy cheeks are bloat ; 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny ; 
Thy skin's a bladder, blown with wat'ry tumours; 
Thy flesh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humourt.' 

Quarles has, unquestionably, high merit. Passages 
such as the foregoing, and of such many may be 
found, compensate for all his quaintness. 

Estimating the true importance of these Embletnsy 
one eminent man, Augustus Toplady, particularly 
inculcates the necessity of giving ** neat and bean* 
tiful impressions of the numerous and expensive cuts 
which illustrate each respective article; since,** he 
adds, ** in emblematic works, much depends on the 
elegancy of the Engravings, which, if well finished, 
•peak an ocular language, singularly emphatic, and 
oniTersally intelligible." This bint has not been 
lost. The vast improvement of the graphic art, 
whether on wood or copper, since this hint was 
thrown out, upwards of thirty-four years Ago, has 
enabled the Proprietor of this edition of Quarles' 
Emblems to give entire effect to the illustrative em* 
bellishments of the work. Of most of the cuts 
which now adorn it, it is hoped it might be said, 
'peaking in the language of the author, at the open- 
ing of the ninth emblem of his third book, 
* Is not this type well cut, in every part 
Full of rich cunning; fiird with XeusUn artf 
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With this hope closes this appeal to the world; 
Deeqiiag It here snperfluoes. to expatiate on the in- 
trinsic worthiness of the work, — acknowledged by 
OBt of our ablest divines to have been ** of nnich 
spiritual use '* to him *' at an early period of life,*' 
^d which he to the last considered as ** a very in- 
genious and valuable treasury of Christian expe- 
rience," — it is therefore presumed that, considered 
with reference either to the excellence of its typo- 
graphy, or the elegance of its embellishments, it will 
be fairly deserving of the circulation and patronage 
itt now solicits. There seems no occasion to fear 
that *' the rage for romances, novels, and plays," 
notwithstanding its prevalency, has *' entirely ex- 
tif^bhed all taste for such productions as these 
now presented to the town." Modern taste is fa-^ 
vonrable to the revival of good authors. . 



TO MT MPCH HONOCRBDyANO NO LVt TBXJLT 
BELOYEO JPUBND, 

EDWARD BENLOWES, ESd 



. mr DUUt FRIEND, 

1 ou have put the Theorbo into my hand, and I have 
played: You gave the musician the first eocounge* 
ment s the music returoeth to you for patronage. Had 
it been a light air, no doubt but it had taken the outBtp 
and among them the worst ; but being a grave atmio, 
my hopes are, that it will please the best, and among 
them you. Toyish airs please trivial ears j they kirn 
the fancy, and betray iL They cry, If^ail, first) and 
after, Crncify : Let daws delight to immerd themselves 
in dung, whilst eagles scorn so poor a game as flieti 
Sir, you have art and candour ; let the one judge, le* 
the other excuse 

Your most affectionate Friend, 

FRA. QUARLB8. * 

TO THE READER. 

An Emblem is but a silent parable: Let not the ten- 
der eye check, to see the allusion to our bkfsed 
Savioor figured in these types. lo Holy Soriptaro 
he is sometimes called a Sower ; sometimes a Fisher | 
sometimes a Physician: And why not presented so,«i 
well to the eye as to the ear ? Before the knowledge 
of letters, God was knoim by hieroglyphics. And io>«> 
deed what are- the Heavens, the earth, nay, every crea- 
ture, b«t Hieroglyphics and Emblems of his glory ? I 
have no.jnove to say.) i with theo as maoh pleasore in 
the reading, as 1 lid in writing. Farewell, Reader. 

FRA. QUARLES. 



-t>T fathers back*dj by holy writ led on : 
Thou show'st the way to Hray'n by Helicon : 
The Miises* font is consecrate by thee. 
And Poesy baptized Divinity: 
BlessM soul, that here einbark^st: thoa sail'st apace, 
'Tis hard to say, mov'd more by wit or grace, 
£ach -muse so plies her oar : But O the sail 
Is fiird from Heav'n with a diviner gale: 
When poets prove divines, why should not I 
Approve in verse this divine poetry? 
Let this suffice to licence thee the press : 
J must no more ; nor could the truth say less. 

Sic approbavit 

RIC. LOVE,Procfln.Capt. 



Tot Fhres QUARLES, quot Paradisus hahet 
Lectori bene mafe-yolo. 

Qui legit ex Horto h6c FloreSj qui carpit, vterque 

Jure potest Violas dicere, jure Rosas: 
Non d Parnasso VlOLAMyfetiw ROSETO 

Carpit Apollo^ magis quae sit amoena, ROSAM* 
QuQt Versus VIOLAS legis; et quern verba locutnm 

Gredis, verba dedit: Nam dedit iUe ROSAS. 
UtqueJE^o non dicam hsec VIOLAS suavissimaj Tute 

Ipse facis VIOLAS, Liuide,s\ violas. 
Nam velut e VJOLJS sibi fugit Aranea iinis : 

Yertis at in succos Basque ROSAS que tuos. 
Qoas violas Musas, VIOLAS puto, quasque recusas 

Den'te tuo rosas, has, reor, esse ROSAS. 
Sic rosas, facis esse ROSAS^ dum Zoile, rodis: 

Sfc facies has VIOLAS^ Umde^ dum violas. 

EDW. BENLOWES. 

Brent-HaUi H34p 



BOOK THE FIRST. 




RoDiB tbee, my Mnl( and drain Otet from Ihe 

dregi 
Of Tulgtr ttadoghli I tcrew ap Ibe beighlen'd p«gj 
or thj nibliaie Tbeorbo four aolet highV, 
Aid high'r ;c(, that m the ahrlU-monlh'd quire 
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Of swift-wiog^d seraphims may come and join, 
And make the coocert more than half divioe. 
Invoke no miue; let Heav'n be thine Apollo; 
And let his sacred influences hallow 
Thy high-bred strains. Let his full beaais inspire 
Thy ravish'd brains with more heroic fire: 
Snatch thee a qaill from the spread eaglet wii^. 
And, like the morning lark, mount up and sing : 
Cast off these dangling plum:nets, thatvo clog 
Thy laboring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 
Of dungeon earth $ let flesh and blood forbear 
To stojp thy flight, till this base world appear 
A thin bine landscape : let thy pinions doar 
So high a pitch, that men may seem no moae 
Than pismires, crawling on 4he mole-hill eKtb, 
Thine ear untroubfed with their frantic jnrtfa ; 
Let not ti|e frailty of thy flesh diftoETb 
Thy new-drtncladed peace; let-reaMm ch9) 
Thy hot-noaffa*d passion ; and 4et Snnr^^ £re sea 

son 
The fresh conceits of thy corrected reason. 
Disdain to warm thee at lust's smoky fires. 
Scorn, scorn to feed on thy old bloat desires : 
Come, come my soul, hoist up thy higher sails. 
The Himd blows fair; shall we still creep like snails, 
That glide their ways with their own native tUmes ; 
No, we must fly like eagles, and our rhymes 
Most mount to Heav'n,and reach the Olympic ear; 
Our Heav'n-blown fire must seek no other .«phere. 
Thou great Theaattiropos, that giv'st and ground'i^. 
Th^ gifts in dust, and from our dunghill crown'st 



BOOK 1. THE INVOCATION. 1 1 

Reflecting honour, taking by retail 
What tbon hast giv^n in gross, from lapsed, frail, 
And sinful man : that drink^st full draughts, wherein 
Thy children's lep'rous fingers, scurf 'd with .sin. 
Have paddled ; cleanse, O cleanse my crafty soul 
From secret crimes, and let my thoughts control 
My thoughts : O teach me stoutly to deny 
Myself, that I may be no longer I : 
Enrich my fancy, clarify my thoughts. 
Refine my dross ; O wink at human faults ; 
And through the slender conduit of my quill 
Convey thy current, whose clear streams may fill 
The hearts of men with love, their tongues with 

praise : 
Crown me with glory, take, who list, the boys* 



) 




Upou the fhilt of tbli fair tree? and why? 

Wb; eat'it thou not whiU Htm'o ord^Q'd for food i 

Or eniiK tbnu tbhk thU bad whicb Hmv'd call'd 
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Why was it made, if not to be eojoy'd? 
Neglect of favours makes a favour void : 
Blessings unus'd, pervert into a waste 
As well as surfeits: woman, do but taste : 
See how the ladien boughs make sileBt suit 
To be enjby'd; look bow their bending fruit 
^ Meet thee half way : obfierve but how they crouch 
To kiss thy hand;, coy woman, do but touch; 
Mark what a pure yermilioB blush has died 
Their swelling cheeks, and how for shame they hide 
Their palsy heads, to see themselves stand by 
Neglected : woman, do but cast an eye. 
What bounteous Heav'n ordain'd for use, refuse not ; 
Come, pull and eat : y' abuse the thing ye use not. 

Eva, Widest of beasts, our great Creator did 
Reserve this tree, and this|ilone forbid ; 
The rest ar^ freely ours, -which doubtless are 
As pleasing to the taste.; to. the eye as fair: 
But touching this, his strict conmands are such, 
'TIS death to taste, no less tinn ^Umtk to toacfa. 

Serp, Pish ; death's a fable ; did sot BSeaVn inspire 
Tour equal elements with living fire, 
Blown from the spring of life? Is not that breath 
Immortal ? come ; ye are as free from death 
I 'As he that made yov. Can the flames expire 

\ Which he has kindled ? can ye quench his fire? 

; Did not the great Creator's voice proclaiai 

Whatever he made, from the bloc spangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles, very g9od I 
BtenM he not both the feedeir and the food? 



f 
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TeU, tell me then, what danger can accrue 
From such blessM food, to such half gods as you ? 
Cuib needless fears, and let no fond conceit 
Abuse your freedom; woman, take and eat. 

Eve. 'Tis true, we are immortal ; death it yet 
Unborn, and, till rebellion make it death. 
Undue ; I know the fruit is good, until 
Presumptuous disobedience make it ill. 
The lips that open to this fruit's a portal 
To let in death, and make immortal mortal. 

Smrp, You cannot die ; come, woman, taste, and 
fear not [not : 

Eve, Shall Eve transgress ? I dare not, O, I dare 

Serp, Afraid ? why draw'st thou 'lack thy tim*rou8 
arm? 
Uarm only falls on such as fear a harm. 
Heav'n knows and fears the virtue of this tree: 
7will make you perfect gods as well as he. 
Stretch forth thy hand, and let thy fondness never 
Fear denth : do, pull, and eat, and live fbr ever.. 

Eve, Tis but an apple ; and it is as good 
To do as to desire. Fruit's made for food : 
111 pull, and taste, and tempt my Adam too 
To know the secrets of this dainty, Strp. Do. 
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S, Chbts aup, Matth. 

He forced him not : be touched him not: on] 
said, Cast thyself down; that we may know, tbi 
wt^osoever obey^tb the devil^ casteth himself dowi 
for the devil may suggest j compel he cannot. 

& BsBir. in Ser, 

It is the devirs part to suggest ; onrs, not to coi 
sent. As oft as we resist him, so often we ove 
come him: as often as we overcome him, so oftc 
we bring joy to the angels, and glory to God; wh 
opposeth us; that we may contend ; and assisteth u 
that we may conquer. 
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Unlucky parliament I wherein, at last, 
Both houses are agreed, and firmly past 
An act of death confirmM by higher pow*rs ; 
O had it had but such success as ours ! 




TAm wkm hut hath amainril, il MngctH forth >In i 

and tin, Kka il u fimtktd, brittgetk fortk riMU. 
IjtNSNT, lancDli Inok, ioak.iThal Ihau hul done; 

LbuKqI (he world't, lament Ihitie onn male : 
Look, look, by doing, how Ihau nrl uiidoae; 

LBinent thy full, laoienl Ihy change of Hate i 
Thy (U(b l> broken, and Ihy freedom gnae. 

See, lee too taoa, what tboa iMnent'it loo late. 
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O thou that wert sq many men, nay, all 
Abridged in one, how hat thy desp'rate fall 
Destroy'd thy nnbornseed, destroyM thyself withal 

■*. ' " 

Uzorions Adam, whom thy Bfaiker made 

Bqnal to angels that exc^ in pow'r, 
What Imst thoa done? O why hast then -obeyM 

Thine own destruction ? like a new-cropt flowV, 
How does the glory of thy beauty fade ! 
How are thy fortune blasted in an hour 1 
How art thou co w'd that hast the pow'r.to quell 
The spite of new-fall'n angels, baffle hell. 
And vie with those diat stood, and vanquish thosi 
that fell. 

See how the world (whose dpste and j^regnan 

womb 
Of late coniceiv'd^ and brought forth nothing ill) 
Is now degenerated, and become 

A base adulf ress, whose false births do fill 
The earth with monsters, monsters that do roam 
And rage about, and malie a trade to kill: 
Now gluttony paunches; lust begins to spawn 
Wrath takes revenge, and avarice a pawn | 
Pale envy pines, pride swells, and sloth begins t 
yawn. 

The air that whispered, now begins to roar i 
And blust'ring Boreas blows the boiling tides 

The white-mouth'd water now usurps the shore. 
And scorns the pow*r of her tridental guide ; 
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The fire now burns, that did bat warm before, 
And roles lier ruler with resistless pride: 

Fire, water, earth, and air, that first were made 
> To be subdu'd, see how they now Invade ; 
They rule whom once they, served, command where 
once obeyed. 

Behold, that nakedness, that late bewrayM 

Thy glory, now*8 become thy shame, thy wonder i 
Behold, those trees whose various fruits were made 
For food, now turned a shade to shroud thee under ; 
Behold, that voice (which thou hast disobeyed) 
That late was music, now affrights like thunder. 
Poor man ! are not thy joints grown faint with 
shaking 
To view th' effect of thy bold undertaking. 
That in one hour didst mar what Heaven six d.'iys 
was making. 
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S. AcQVST, Ub, 1. dt lAbp Arhii, 

It is a most just puoishment, tbatmao should lose 
that freedom, which man could not use, yet had 
power to keep, if he would $ and that he who had 
knowledge to do what was right, and did not, should 
be deprived of the knowledge of what was right ; 
and that he who would not do righteously, when he 
had the power, should lose the power to do it, when 
he had the will. 

Hugo de Anvma» 

They nre justly punished that abuse lawful things, 
but they are most justly punished, that use unlawful 
things : thus Lucifer fell from heaven : thus Adam 
lost his paradise. 



£pj6. 2. 

Sef how these fruitful kernels, being cast 
Upon the earth, how thick they spring ! how fast I 
A full earM crop and thriving, rank and proud ! 
PrepotfrouBman first sowM, and then he ploughM. 




Kven in laygliler Iht Aesrt fi 

'/ Hal mirlh u nemnntit. 
AlaiI fond child, 

Hon Hre Iby Ihonghta Legnil'd 
To hope for hoiiey Fniin s attt of wa^pa ? 
Tbou mny'sl aa well 
Oo wek for eBK In hell, 
Onprightly d«cikt from the moaths oF Mpt. 
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The world's a hive, 
From whence thou canst derive 
No good,' but what thy sours vexation brings: 
But case thou meet 
Some p«t.ty-petty-sweet. 
Each drop is guarded with a thousand stings. 



Why dlDst thou malLe 
These murmVing troops forsake 
The safe protection of their waxen homes ? 
Their hive contains 
No- sweet that's worth thy pains $ 
There's nothing here, alas I but empty combs. 



For trash and toys,. 
And grief-eogend'rinf^ joys^ 
What torment seentf toaskacp ftHrilflih avdMood ; 
What bitter pills, 
CompoB*d of mal iUiir 
Men swallow down to purchase one false good ! 



The dainties here. 
Are least what they appear ; 
Though sweet in hopes, yet in fruition sour : 
The fruit that's yellow, 
Is found not always mellow ; 
The fairest tulip's not the sweetest flow'r. 
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Food youth, give o^er, 
And vex thy soul no more 
In seeking what were better far unfoand f 
Alas! thy gains 
Are only present pains 
To gather scorpions for a fatnre wound* 

What s earth ? or in it, 
That longer than a minute, 
Can lend a free delight that can endure? 
O who would droil, 
Or delve in such a soil, 
Where gain's uncertain, and the pain is sure ? 
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• ^. August, 

Sweetness io temporal matters is deceitfal: It 
is a labour and a perpetual feai' ; H is a dangerous 
pleasure, whose beginning is without Providence, 
and whose end is not without repentance. 

Hugo. 

Luxury is an enticing pleasure, a bastard mirth, 
which hath honey in her mouth, gall in her heart, 
and a sting in her tail. 



Epig. 3. 

What, Cupid, are thy shafts already made? 
And seeking honey to set up thy trade, 
True emblem of thy sweets 1 thy bees do bring 
Honey in their mouths, but in (heir tails a sting. 




TaUlaidiH Iht iatanet, it >i aUagethtr Kgkler 

PcT in BTiolhir weifht : 'lis jtt too tight : 
And yd, fond CupM, pat miolher Id ) 

Aod yet anolbcr: illU therc'i under weight; 
Put la aoMbtr hundrsd : put ago'"! 
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Add worid to world ; then iMapathoamidBOK 
To that; then, to renew thy wasted store. 
Take ap more worlds on tmst, to draw thy balance 
lowV. ■ 

Pot in the flesh, with all her loads of pfcasofe; 

Put ia great Mammon's endless inrentory ; 
Pot in the poodVoos acts of mighty Csesar; 
Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory ; 
Add Scipio's gauntlet ; put in Plato's gown ; 
Pat Circe's charms, put in the triple crown. 
Thy balance will not draw; thy balance will noi 
down. 

Lord t what a world isihis, which day and night. 
Men seek with so mnch toil, with somoch tronble 
Which, weigh'd in equal scales, is found so light, 
So po6rly overbalanc'd with a bobble I 

Good GSo»l that flrantic mortals shoald- destro] 
Their higher hopes, and place their idie joy 
UponMch airy trash, upon so light a toy ! 

Thou bold impostor, how hast thou befool'd 
The tribe of man with counterfeit desire I 
How has the breath of thy false bellows cool'd 
Heav'n's freeborn flame,and kindled bastard fire 
How hast thou vented dross instead of treasure 
And cheated men with thy false weights an< 
measure. 
Proclaiming bad for good ; and gilding death witi 
pleasure ! 
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The world's a crafty ■Cmaipet, most affectinf; 

And closely foUowiog those that most reject her; 
But seeming careless, nicely disrespecting 
And coyly flying those that most afiect her; 
If thou be free, slie*s strange; if strange, she's 

free ; 
Flee, and she follows; follow, and she'll flee ; 
Than she there's none more coy, there's none more 
fond than she. 

O what a crocodilian world is this, 

Composed of treach'ries, and insnaring wiles ! 

She clothes destruction in a formal kiss. 
And lodges death in her deceitful smiles ; 

She hugs the soul she hates ; and there does prove 
The veriest tyrant, where she vows to love; 

And Is a serpent most, when most she seems a dove. 

Thrice happy he, whose nobler thoughts despise 

To make an object of so easy gains; 
Thrice happy he, who scorns so poor a prlxe 
Should be the crown of his heroic pains: 
Thrice happy he, who Ae'er was bom to tr>- 
Her frowns or smiles: or being born, did lie 
In his sad nune*s arms an hour or two, and die, . 
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S. jivGVST, ttb. Confess, 

O you that dote upon this world, for what victory 
do ye fight? Your hopes can be crowned with no 
greater reward than the world can give; and what 
is the world, but a brittle thing full of dangers, 
whereib we travel from leaser to greater perils? O 
let all her vain, light, momentary glory perish with 
herself, and let us be conversant with more eternal 
things. Alas ! this world is miserable ; life is short, 
and death is surp. 



Epiq* 4. 

My soul, what's lighter than a feather? Wind. 
Than wind ? The fire. And what than fire? The 

mind. 
What's lighter than the mind ? A thought. Than 

thought? 
This bubble world. What, than this bubble? 

Nought. 




TkefathioH ef Iha aaTlipasitth bbsj. 
tjroHE aie Ihote colden dujt, vrbereia 
Pale cooicknce ;larled not al ugly lia : 

AVbeo good old Salum'a |ieaceful throne 
Wei unuaurp'd bj hU bcardleii ton: 

Whenjealom OpiDc'er fcar'd lb' abnie 
Of k«r cbastfl bed,oT breacb ornnptial trace: 



30 EMBLEMS. BOOK 1. 

When just Astnea pois'd her scales 
In mortal hearts, whose absence eaf*th bewails i 

When froth-bmn Yeous and her brat 
With all that spnrious brood young Jore begat, 

In horrid shapes were yetninknown ; 
Those hslcyon days, that golden age is gone. 

There was no client then to wait 
The leisure of bis long4aird advocate ; 

The tadion law was in request. 
And ChancVy Courts were kept in ev'ry breast : 

Abused statutes had no tenters. 
And men could deal secure without Indentures : 

There was no peeing hirie to clear 
.The wittaPs eye from bis incarnate fear: 

There were no lustful cinders then 
To broil the carbonadoed hfearts of men : 

The rosy cheeks did thfeo pioclauii 
A shane t)f guilt, but not a guilt of shame i ^ 

There was no whining soul to start 
At Cupid's twang, or curse his flaming dart : 

The boy had then but callow wtngs. 
And fell Erennys* scorpions had no stings: 

The better-acted world did move 
Upon the fixed poles of troth and love. 

Love essenc'd in the hearts of men I 
Then reason rurd, there was no pasnon then $ 

Till lust and rage began to enter. 
Love the circumFrence was, and love the centre ; 

Until the wanton days of Jove, 
The simple world was all composM of love; 



\ 



BOOK 1. EMBLEMS. 31 

But Jove grew fleshly, false, unjust ; 
Inferior beauty fill'd his veins ^ith lust: 

And cucquean Juno^s fury burfd 
Fierce balls of rape into the incestuous world : 

Astraea fled, and love return^ 
From earth, earth boird with lust, with rage it 
burn'd. 

And ever since the world hath been 
Kept going with the scourge of lust and spleen. 
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S, Ambrose. 

Lmt is a sharp spur to vice, which always pnt- 
teth the affections into a false gallop. 

Hugo. 

Lust is an immoderate wantonness of the flesh, 
a sweet poison, a cruel pestilence; a pernicious poi- 
son, which weakeneth the body of man, and effemi- 
natetb the strength of an heroic mind. 

S, AvovsT, 
Envy is the hatred of another^s felicity : in re- 
spect of superiors, because they are not equal to 
them ; in respect of inferiors, lest he should be equal 
to them; in respect of equals, because they are 
equal to them: Through envy proceeded the fall of 
the world, and death of Christ. 



Epio. 5. 

What, Cupid, must the world be lash'd so soon ? 
But made at morning, and be wbipt at noon ? 
'Tis like the wag, that plays with Venus' doves, 
The more 'tis lashM the more perverse it proves. 




jta ii vaiUly and VMohon tfiplrit. 
now li the anilaui soul or man bf rool'd 

Id bin desire, 
That think) an hecllc tmr ma; be cooi'd 
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A whining lover may as well request 

A scornful breast 
To melt In gentle tears, as woo the world for rest. 

Let wit, and all her study'd plots effect 

The best they can ; 
Let smiling fortune prosper and perfect 

What wit began ; 
Let earth advise with both, and so projec^t 

A happy man; 
Let wit or fowning fortune vie their best; 

He may be blest [rest. 

With all the earth can give; but earth can give no 

Whose gold is double with a careful band, 

Hte cares are double ; 
The pleasure, honour, wealth of sea and land 

Bring but a trouble; 
The world itself, and all the world's command, 

Is but ^ bubble. 
The strong desire of man^s insatiate breast 

May stand possest 
Of all that earth cang^ve ; but earth can give no rest. 

The world's a seeming paradise, but her own 

And man's tormenter; 
Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling stone 

Without a tenter I 
It is a vast circumference, where none 

Can find a centre. 
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Of more than earth, can earth make none ponett ; 

And be that least 
Regards thU restless world, shall in this world find 
rest. 

True rest consists not in the oft revyin|^ 

Of worldly dross $ 
Earth *s miry purchase is not worth the buying; ; 
« Her gain is loss; 

Her rest but giddy toil, if not relying 

Upon her cro6S. 
How worldlings droil for trouble I that fond breast 

That U possessM 
Of earth without a cross, has earth without a rest. 
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Cjiss, in Ps. 

' The cross is the invincible sanctaary of the hanl 
ble, the dejection of, the proud, the victory of 
Christ, the destruction of the devil, the confirma- 
tion of the faithful, the death of the unbeliever, the 
life of the just. 

Dauasces. 

The cross of Christ is the key of paradise; the 
weak man's staff; the convert's convoy; the up- 
right man's perfection ; the soul and body's health ; 
the prevention of all evil, and the procurer of all 
Sopd. ... 



Epio. 6. 

Worldlings, whose whimp'ring folly holds the losses 
Of honour, pleasure, health, and wealth such crosses. 
Look here, and tell me what your arms engross. 
When the best end of what he hugs *s a cross ? 




Ba Mkr, ia vlgilanti iteaaia your aivtnarg tht 
daM, 01 a nariag Um, le^ketk tiotU, tttUng 
«nt«ni As may ifavaw. 

Wht doit Ihau luflTer luitFul slolb lo creep, 
Dull Cyprian lad. Into Ihy nanloD broKi) 
li (hii & tlin« lo p&y Ibln« idle lowg 

Al Horplwni' itarlnel li Ihli a time to ilttf 
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Thy bratiu in wasteful slumbers? up, and rouse 
Thy leaden spirit : Is this a tiaie to sleep ? 

Acyoum thy sanguine dreams, awake, arise, 
Call io thy thoughts; and let them all advise, 
'Hadst thou as many beads as thou bast wounded 
eyes. 

« 
Look, look, what horrid furies do await 
Thy flattVing slumbers ! If thy drowsy bead 
But chance to nod, thou falFst into a bed 
Of sulphVous flames, whose torments want a date. 
Fond boy, be wise, let not thy thoughts be fed 
Yfiih Phrygian wisdom ; fools are wise too late : 
Beware betimes, and let thy reason sever 
Those gates which iiassion clos'd ; wake now 
or never; 
For if thou nod*st thou falKst; and, falling, fall'st 
for ever. 

Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare : 

His bow is bent, and he hath notched his dart; 

He uiros, he levels at thy slumbVing heart : 
The wound is posting, O be wise, beware. 

What, has the voice of danger lost the art 
To raise the spirit of neglected care ? 

Well, sleep thy fill, and take thy soft reposes ; 

But know, withal,sweet tastes have sour closes ; 
And he repents lo thorns, that sleeps in beds of 
roses. 
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Yet, slaggard, wake, and gull thy soul no more 

With eartb*8 false pleasure, and the world's 
delight. 

Whose fruit is fair and pleasing to the sight. 
Bat sour in taste, false as the putrid core ; 

Thy flaring glass is gems at her half light ; 
She makes thee seeming rich, but truly poor: 

She boasts a kernel, and bestows a shell ; 

Performs an inch of her feir-promtsM ell : 
Her words protest a heaven ; her works produce an 
helU 

O thoQ, the fountain of whose better part, 
Is earthM and graveFd up with vain desire : 
That daily wallow'st in the fleshly mire 

And base pollution of a lustful heart. 

That feerst no passion, but in wanton fire, 

And own'st no torment but in Cnpid^s dart $ 
Behold thy type : thou sitt*st upon this ball 
Of earth, secure, while death that flings at all. 

Stands arm'd to strike thee down, where flames 
attend thy fall* 



40 EMBLEMS. BOOK 1. 

S, BBRy, 

Security is oo where ; neither in heaven, nor in 
paradise, much less in the world. In heaven the 
angels feU from the divine presence; in paradisf, 
A-dam. fell from his place of pleasure; in the world, 
Judas fell from the school of our Saviour. 

Huao. 

I eat secure, T drink secure, I sleep secure, even 
as though I had past the day of death, avoided the 
day of judgment, and escaped the torments of heller 
fire : I play and laugh, as though I were already 
triumphing in the kingdom of heaven. 



£P7G. 7. 

Get up, my soul ; redeem thy slavbh eyes 
Ffbm drowsy bondage: O beware; be wise: 
lliy foe's before thee ; thou must fight or fiy : 
Life lies most open in a closed eye. 




Wae utUa yon l/tal laugi hbk! far ys ahallmtiim 

1 HB world*! a populnr dheaae, (hat reigaa 
Wilhln the froward heart aod fNuilIc bralna 
Of poor dklcniper'd moiiali, oft arialng 
FroB ill digetllon, (hrangli th' Dne^aal poUlnf 
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Of ill-weigh*d elements, whose light directs 

Malignant hamoare to malign effects : 

One raves and labours with a boiling liver; 

Rends hair by handfuls, cursing Cupid's quiver; 

Another, with a bloody flux of oaths, 

Vows deep revenge: one doats ; the other loatbs: 

One frisks and slugs, and cries, A flagon more 

To drench dry cares, and make the welkin roar: 

Another droops: the sun-shine makes him sad; 

Heaven cannot please : one^s mop*d ; the other's mad : 

One hugs his gold ; another lets it fly: 

He knowing not for whom; nor t' other why. 

One spends his day in plots, his night in play ; 

Another sleeps and slugs both night and day : 

One laughs at this thing ; t' other cries for that. 

Wonder of wonders! What we ought t' evite 

As our disease, we hug as our delight : 

'Tb held a symptom of approaching danger, 

When disacquainted sense becomes a stranger, 

And takes no knowledge of an old disease ; 

But when a noisome grief begins to please 

Hie unresisting sense, it is a fear 

That death has parly'd,and compounded there : 

As when the dreadful Thund'rer's awful hand 

Pours forth a vial on the infected land, 

At first the affright'ned mortals quake and fear ; 

And ev*ry noise is thought the Thunderer : 

But when the frequent soul-departing bell 

Has pav'd their ears with her familiar knell. 

It is reputed but^a nine-days wonder, 

They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his thunder. 
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So when the world (a worse disease) began 
To smart for sin, poor new-created man 
Could seek for shelter, and his genVous son 
Knew by his wages wbot his hands had done i 
But boId-facM mortals- in our blushless times 
Can sing and smile, and make a sport of crimes, 
Transgress of custom, and rebel in ease. 
We false-joy *d fools can triumph in disease, 
And (as the careless pilgrim, being bit 
By the tarantula, begins a fit 
Of life-concluding laughter) waste our breath 
In lavish pleasure, till we laugh to death* 
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IJvGO de jinima, 

What profit is there in Tain glory, momentary 
mirth, the world's power, ihe fie8h*s pleasure, full 
riches, noble descent, and great desires ? Where Is 
their laughter? Where is their mirth ? Where their 
insolence ? (heir arrogance ? From how much joy 
to how much sadness! After how much mirth, how 
much misery! From how great glory are they* 
fallen, to how great torment ! What hath fallen 
to them, may befal thee, because thou art a man: 
Thou art of earth ; thou iivest of earth $ thou shalt 
return to earth. Death ezpecteth thee everywhere ! 
Be wise, therefore, and expect death everywhere* 



JSp/g. 8. 

What ails the fool to laugh ? Does something please 
His vain conceit ? Or is' t a mere disease ? 
Fool, giggle on, and waste thy wanton breath ; 
Thy morning laughter breeds an ev*ning death. 




I%e ftarU painlh nvay, and all lit butt IHtrtof. 
Tjhaw near, brave iparka, whow tpirlH icon to 
light 

Ymr bollow'd Upera bul at honour's flaoM) 
You, vlwM berolc actions take delist 

To larniib over a new paioted name i 
WhoMh^-bred thoagbl* diadain to take their Sl(hl, 
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& Grbg. in Horn, 

Behold, the world is withered in itself, yet flmf- 
risheth in our hearts, everywhere death, everywhere 
grief, everywhere desolation : On every side we 
are smitten ; on every side filled with bitterness, 
and yet, with the blind mind of carnal desire, we 
love her bitterness : It flieth and we follow it, it 
falleth, yet we stick to it : And because we cannot 
enjoy it falling, we fall with it, and enjoy it fallen. 



Epia, 9. 

Tf fortune fail, or envious time but spurn. 
The world turns round, and with the world we turn ; 
When fortune sees, and lynx-ey'd time is blind, 
111 trust thy joys, O world ; till then, the wind. 




Ye an of y^ur falktr the ii^t, and ttt httti af s«w 

fethtr jw tdU do. 
XIbbb'i your right ground i wag gently o'er tbit 
blnck ; 
'Til a ihort cut ) y'lue quickly at Ibejack. 
Rubi rnb ao inch or two i two cniwui to oue 
OiiUlibowl'iildetblawiwInd.'liifBlrlylbrawni . 
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The next bowPs worse that comes; come, bowl away : 

MaramoD, you know the ground, untutot'd play : 
Your last was gone, a yard of strength well spared, 

Had touch'd the block ; your hand is still too hard . 
Brave pastime, readers, to consume that day, 

'Which, without pastime, "flies too swift away ! 
See how they labour; as if day. and night 

Were both too short to s6rve their loose delight : 
See how their curved bodies wreath, and screw 

Such antic shapes as Proteus never knew : 
One raps an oath, another deals a curse; 

He never better bowl'd ; this never worse : 
One rubs his itchless elbow, shrugs and laughs, 

The other bends his beetle brows, and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop,8ometimes their Stygian cries 

Send their black Santo's to the blushing skies : 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confusion. 

They make bad premises, and worse conclusion : 
But Where's a palm that fortune's hand allows 

To bless the victor's honourable brows? 
Come, reader, come ; I'll light thine eye the way 

To view the prize, the while the gamesters ]play ; 
Close by the jack, behold, jill fortune stands 

To wave the game ; see in her partial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open show. 

To cheer the lads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow. 
The world's the jack; the gamesters that contend, 

Are Cupid, Mammon : that judicious fiend, 
That gives the ground, is Satan : and the bowls 

Are sinful thoughts ; the prize, a crown for faoU. 



\ 
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Who breathes that bowls not ? What bold tongue 
cao say 
Without a blush, he has not bowlM to-day ? 
It is the trade of man, and ev^ry sinner 

Has play'd his rubbers: every sours a winner. 
.The vulgar proverb *8 crost, he hardly can 
Be a good bowler and an honest man. 
Good God ! turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew t 
New-sole my bowls, and make their bias true. 
I'll cease to game, till fairer ground be giv*n ; 
Nor wish to win, until the mark be Heav'n. 



I 



Y 



I 
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S, Bernard, Lib' de Consid, 

O yon SODS of Adam, you covetous generations, 
what have ye to do with earthly riches, which are 
neither true, nor yours; gold and silver are real 
earth, red and white, which only the error of man 
makes, or rather reputes, precious: In short, if 
they be yours, carry them with you. 

S* JIiBROn, in Ep. 

O lust, thou infernal fire, whose fuel is gluttony; 
whose flame is pride ; whose sparkles are wanton 
words; whose smoke is infamy; whose ashes are 
uncleanness; whose end is hell. 



Epiu, 10. 

Mammon, well follow'd ; Cupid, bravely led ; 
Both touchers; equal fortune makes a dead ; 
No reed can measure where the conquest lies ; 
Take my advice ; compound and share the prize. 




Ye Mlbd aeeordiag to. tki caant of tkU marld, 
according lo tho prtnct of flit air. 
O WHiTBEK will ttala mad-brHin worM at lut 

Be driven? Where will her rcstlen wheeU Brrlte! 
Wby hurrln oa ber ill-nulch'd pair go f(Ut 7 

Or nfaiiber newH ber (ariout groom id drive I 
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What, will ber niiiril>ling fits be never past ? 
For ever ranging ? Never once retrieve ? 

"Will earth's perpetual progress ne'er expire? 

Her team continaing in their fresh career : 
And yet they never rest, and yet they never tire. 

Sol's hot-month'd steeds, whose nostrils vomit flame, 

And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire. 
Their twelve hours task perform'd, grow stiff and 
lame. 
And their immortal spirits faint and tire: 
At th' azure mountain's foot their labours claim 
The privilege of rest, where they retire 

To quench their burning fetlocks, and go stee[ 
Their flaming nostrils in the western deep. 
And 'fresh their tired souls with strength-restoriof 
' sleep. 

But these prodigious hackneys, basely got 

'Twixt men and devils, made for race or flight, 
Can drag the idle world, expecting not 
The bed of rest, but travel with delight ; 
y Who never weighing way or weather, trot 

Thro' dust and dirt, and droit both night and day 
Thus droil these fiends incarnate, whose frti 
\ pains 

\ ' Are fed with dropsies and veneral blains. 

1^0 need to use the whip ; but strength to rule th( 
reins. 
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Poor captive world ; How has thy lightnen gW*n 

A just occasion to thy fo«s illusion! 
O, how art thou betray 'd, thus fairly driven 

In seemiog triumph to thy own confunionl 
How is thy empty universe bereav*n 

Of all true joys, by one false joy's delusionl 
So have 1 seen an unblown virgin fed 
lYith sugared words so full, that she ii led 
A fair attended bride to a false bankrupt's bed. 

Pull, gracious Lord! Let not thine arm forsake 
The world, impounded in her own devices: 
Think of that pleasure that thou once didst take 

Amongst the lilies and sweet beds of spices. 
Hale strongly, thou whose hand has pow*r to slack 
The swift-foot fury of ten thousand vices : 
Let not thy dust-devouring dragon boast 
His craft has won what Judah*s lion lost i 
Remember what is crav'd ; recount the price It cost* 
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IsiDasu Lib. \. de Summa B4mo* 

By how much' the nearer Satan perceiveth the 
workl to an end, by so much the more fiercely he 
tronbleth it with persecution f- tbat,^ knowing him- 
self is to be damned, he may get company Id his 
damnation. 

Cyprian in Ep> 

Broad and spacious is the road to infernal life ; 
thete are enticements and death-bringing pleasores. 
There the devil flatteretfa, that he may deceive; 
smileth, that he may endamage ;■ alluretb^ tl^t he 
may destroy. 



Epio, 11. 

Nay, soft and fair, good world ; post not too fast i 
Thy journey's end requires not half jthis haste. 
Unless that arm thou so disdain'st reprieves thee^ 
Alas ! thou needs must go^ the devil drives thee. 




■ may 'wt> *^ itBl tt laliified with (jtg breat »/ 

i^HAT, Defer Slid { Be thy lipi icrew'd «> rul 
To th' earlh't full breut ? for ibamf , Tor ihame 

WD Mk'il kiupfell where tbDuihanld'it bat taite, 
ABdMdt'ii too witch, not half enoaib lo pleua 
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Ab, fool, forbear ; thoa s wallowest at one breath 
Both food and poison down ! thoa draw'st both milk 
and death. 

The abVoDS breasts, when fairly drawn, repast 

The thriving infant with their milky flood, 
But being overstrained^ return at last 

Unwholesome gulps compos'd of wind and blood. 
A moderate use does both repast and please ; 
Who strains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps 
disease. 

But, O that mean, whose good the least abuse 
Makes bad, is too, too hard to be directed : 
Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleasing juice ? 
There's m^thing wholesome where the whole's 

infected. 
Unseize thy lips: earth's milk's a ripen'd core. 
That drops from her disease, that matters from her 
sore. 

Think'st thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat. 
Is thriving fat ; or flesh, that seems so brawny ? 

I'hy paunch is dropsied and thy cheeks are bloat; 
Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny; 
Thy skin's a bladder blown with wat'ry tumours ; 

Thy flesh a trembling bog,a quagmire full of bumoors. 

And thou, whose thriveless hands are ever stnuning 
Earth's fluent breasts into an empty sieve. 

That always hast, yet always art complaining. 
And whin'st for more than earth has pow*r to give) 
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Whose treasure flows and flees away as fast; 
That ever hast, and hast, yet hast not what thou hast. 

Go, choose a substance, fool, that will remain 
Within the limits of th> leaking meabure; 

Or else go seek an urn that will retain 
The liquid body of thy slippVy treasure ; 
Alas ! how poorly are thy labours crown'd I 

Thy liquor's never sweet, nor yet thy vessel sound. 

What less than fool is man to prog and plot, 

And lavish out the cream of all his care. 
To gain poor seeming goods ; which, being got, 
Make firm possession but a thoroughfare ; 
Or, if they stay , they furrow thoughts the deeper i 
And, being kept with care, they lose their careftil 
keeper. 
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S4 Oreo, Horn, iii. secund. Parte Eze<JU 

If we give more to the flesh than we onght, we 
nourish an enemy ; if we give not to her necessitj 
what we ought, we destroy a citizen : the flesh h 
to be satisfied so far as suffices to our good ; who- 
soever alloweth so much to her as to utake liei 
proad, knoweth not how to be satisfied : to be sa- 
tisfied is a great art ; lest, by the satiety of the 
flesh, we break forth into the iniquityof her folly. 



Hvao de minima. 

The heart is a small thing, but desireth great mat- 
ters. It is not sufficient for a kite's dinner, yf^t the 
whole world is not sufficient for it. 



Epjo. J 2. 

What makes thee, fool, so fat ? Fool, thee so bare ? 
Ye suck the self same milk, the selfsame air: 
No mean betwixt all paunch, and skin and bone? 
The mean's a virtue, and the world has none. 




, irhen we leBve the world and came to Ibee, 
How dull, how ilug are irel 
How backwMtl I How prepou'ram It the matloa 
or our DDgAlD devotion I 
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Our thoaghts are millstones, and our aoids are Irad, 

And our desiret are dead : 
Onr vows are fairly promit'd, faintly paid ; 

Or broken, or not made : 
Our better work (if any good) attends 

Upon onr private ends : 
In whose performance one poor worldly scoff 

Foils us, or beats us off. 
If tby sharp scourge find out some secret fault, . 

We grumble or revolt; 
And if thy gentle hand forbear, we stray, 

Or idly lose the way. 
In the road fair, we loiter ; cloggM with mire, 

We stick, or else retire : 
A lamb appears a lion ; and we fear. 

Each bosh . vre see^s a liear. 
When our dull souls direct our thoughts to thee. 

As slow as sniuls are we : 
But at the earth we dart our wingM desire) 

We burn, we bum like fire. 
Like as the amVous needle joys to bend 

To her magnetic friend : 
Or as the greedy lover's eye-^alls fly 

At his fair mistress* eye : 
So, so we cling to earth ; we fly and puff, 

Yet fly not fast enough. 
If pleasure beckon with her balmy hand. 

Her beck's a strong command : 
If honour calls ns with her courtly breath, 

An hoar's delay is death : 
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If profit's golden finger'd charm enveigles, 

We clip more swift than eagles : 
Let Auster weep, or blastVing Boreas roar 

Till eyes or lungs be sore : 
Let Neptune swell, until his dropsy sides 

Burst into broken tides : 
Nor threatening rocks,nor winds, nor waves, nor fire, 

Can curb our fierce desire : 
Nor fire, nor rocks, can stop our furious minds, 

Nor waves, nor winds : 
How fast knd fearless do our footsteps flee ! 
The lightfoot roebuck's not so swift as we. 
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S, jivovBT, sup* PsaL Ixiv. 

Two several lovers bailt two several cities'; the 
love of God buildeth a Jemsalem ; the love of tlie 
world buildeth a Babylon : Let every one ioqaire 
of himself what he loveth,and he shall resolve him- 
^If, of whence be is a citizen. 

S. ^vovsT. Lib. iii. Confest* 

All things are driven by their own weight, and 
tend to their own centre; my weight is my love ^ 
by that I am driven whithersoever I am driven. - 

Ibidem* 
Lord, he loveth thee the less, that loveth any 
thing, with thee, which he loveth not for thee. 



Efio. 13. 

Lord, scourge my ass, if iJie should make no haste, 

And curb my stag, if he should fly too fast : 

If he be over .swift, or she prove idle, 

Let love lend her a spur; fear, him a bridle. 



I 




ne'er be moraind? Will (halpromli'dllglit 
Ne'er brekk and rtear th<ne dondi of nlghl? 
Sweel Phncplior, bring tbe day, 
WboM coaqu'rii^ ny 
By chue tbete fogi g aweel Pboipbar, bring the day. 
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How long ! How long shall these benighted eyes 

Languish in shades, like feeble flies 
Expecting spring? How long shall darkness soil 

The face of earth, and thus beguile 
Our souls of sprightful action ? When, when will day 

Begin to dawn, whose new-bom ray 
May gild the weathercocks of our devotion^ 

And give our unsoul*d souls new motion ? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
Thy light will fray 
These horrid mists ; sweet Phosphor, bruqg the day. 

Let those have night, that slily love to' immure 

Ti)eir cloister'd crimes, and sin secure ; 
Let those have night, that blush to let men know 

The baseness they ne*er blush to do; 
Let tiioee have night, that love to have a nap, 

And loll in ignorance^s lap ; 
Let those, whose eyes, like owls, abhor the light, 

Let those have night, that love the night: 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
How sad delay 
Afflicts dull hopes! sweet Phosphor, bring the day. 

Alas ! my light in vun expecting eyes 

Can find no objects, but what rise 
From this poor mortal blaze, a dying spark 

Of Vulcan^s forge, whose flames are dark, 
A dangerous, dull blue-burning light. 

As melancholy as the night : 




BOOK 1. EMBLEMS. 07 

Here's all the suns tbat glister in the sphere 
Of earth: Ah me! what comfort's here? 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day ; 
Haste, haste away 
Heav*n*s loitVing lamp ; sweet Phosphor, bring the 
day. 

Blow, Ignorance : O thou, whose idle knee 

Rocks earth iqto a lethargy, 
And with thy sooty fingers baa benight 

The world's fair cheeks, blow, blow thy spite ; 
Since thou hast puft our greater taper; do 

Paif on, and out the lesser too: 
If e'er that breath-exiled flame return. 
Thou hast not blown, as it will burn : 
Sweet Phosphor, bring the day: 
Light will repay 
The wrongs of night ; sweet Phosphor, bring the day. 



i 



68 EMfiLEMS. BOOK 1. 

S, AvovtT^ in Joh, Ser, six. 

God 18 all to thee: If thou be hangry, he is 
bread; if thirsty, he is water; if darkness, he is 
light ; if naked, he is a robe of immortality. 

ALANVsdt Conq, Nat, 

God is a light that is never darkened ; an un- 
wearied life that cannot die ; a fountain always 
flowing ; a garden of life ; a seminary of wisdom $ 
a radical. beginning of all goodness. 



Epiq, 14. 

My soul, if ignorance pufif out this light. 
She'll do a favour that intends a spite : 
It seems dark abroad ; but take this light away, 
Thy windows will discover break of day. 




The dmil U oonu unto gnu, kasing great m-alA, te- 
tauu lu kneuHth that ht hotk but a thtrt Hnt. 

XiOBD, euM thoa see Bud iaShr? Ii tby haai 
Stilt bound to th' peace! Shall esrtli'Bbluk manarch 
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Till full af;*d law-resisting custom shake 
The pillars of thy right by false command? 

Unlock thy cloads, great Thund'rer, and come 

down; 
Behold whose temples wear thy sacred crown ; 
Redress, redress our wrongs; revenge, revenge thy 
own. 

See how the bold usurper mounts the seat 
Of royal majesty ; how overstrowing 

Perils with pleasure, pointing ev'ry threat 
With bugbear death, by torments over-awing 
Thy frighted subjects; or by favours drawing 

Their tempted hearts to his unjust retreat ; 
Lord, canrt thou be so mild, and he so bold ? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving when the fold 

Is govem'd by the fox ? Lord, canst thou see and 
hold? 

That swift-wing'd advocate, that did commence 
Our welcome suits before the King of kings, 
That sweet ambassador, that hurries hence 

What airs th' harmonious soul or sighs or sings. 
See how she flutters with her idle wings; 
Her wings are dipt, and eyes put out by sense ; 
Sense-conquering faith is now grown blind and 
cold, 
. And basely craven'd, that in times of old 
Did conquer Heav'n itself, do what th' Almighty 
. conld. 
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Behold, how double fraud does scourge and tear 

AstrsBa's wounded sides, ploughed up, and rent 
With knotted cords, whose fury has no ear ; 

See how she stands a prisoner to be sent 

A slave into eternal banishment, 
I know not whither, O, I know not where : 

Her patent must be cancePd in disgrace; «. 

And sweet-lip'd fraud, with her divided face. 
Most act Astnea's part, must take Astrsea's place. 

Faith's pinion's dipt ! and fair Astrata gone I 
Quick-seeing Faith now blind, and Justice see : 

Has Justice now found wings? And has Faith none ? 
What do we herp? Who would not wish to be 
Dissolved from earth, and with Astrsea flee 

From this blind dungeon to that sun-bright throne ? 
Lord, is thy sceptre lost, or laid aside ? 
Is hell broke loose, and all her fiends unty'd ? 

Lord, rise, and rouse, and rule, and crush their 
furious pride. 



1 

-4 
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Petbr Bjir. in Matth, 

The devil is the aotbur of evil, the foantaiB of 
wickedoess, the adversary of the tnith, the cor- 
nipter of the world, mao*s perpetual enemy; he 
pl&nteth snares, diggeth ditches, spurreth bodies^ 
he goadeth souls, he suggesteth thoughts, belchetb 
anger, ezposeth virtues to hatred, maketh vices 
beloved, soweth error, nourisheth contention, dts- 
turbeth peace, and scattereth affliction. 

Mjcaiu 

Let us suffer with those that suffer, and be cni«. 
cified with those that are crucified, that we may be 
glorified with those that are glorified. 

Safjinjr, 

If there be no enemy, no fight; if no fight, no 
victory ; if no victory, no crown. 



Epig* 15. 

My soul, sit thou a patient looker-on ; 
Judge not the play before the play U done : 
Her plot has many changes : ev'ry day 
Sp^ks a new scene : the last act crowns the play. 



BOOK THE SECOND. 
1 




Do, lilly Cupid, iDuffutd trim 

Thy fsUe, tby feeble lighl, 
And make her Kir-coniUDiliig Bmu 
HcthiDka ihe burni too dim. 
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Is thi« that sprightly fire, 
Whose more than sacred beams inspire 
The ra?ish'd hearts of men, and so inflame desire? 

See, boy, how thy unthrifty bla^e 
Consumes, how fast she wanes; 
She spends herself, and her, whose wealth maintains 
Her weak, her idle rays. 
Cannot thy lustful blast. 
Which ^ave it lustre, make it last? 
What h^art can long be pleas'd, where pleasure 
spends so fast? 

Go, wanton, place thy pale-facM light 

Where never-breaking day 
Intends to visit mortals, or display 
Thy sullen shades of night : 
Thy torch will born more clear 
In night's UD-Titan*d hemisphere ; 
Heaven's scornful flames and thine can never co- 
appear. 

In vain thy busy hands address 

Their labour to display 
Thy easy blaze within the verge of day ; - 
^ The greater drowns the less! 

If Heaven's bright glory shine, 
Thy glimmering sparks must needs resign $ 
Puff out Heaven's glory then, or Heaven will work 
out thine. 
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Go, Cupid's rammish pandar, go, 
V^hose dull, wl^ose low desire 
Can find sufficient warmth from nature's fire, 
Spend borrowed breath, and blow. 
Blow wind made strong with spite; 
When thou hast puffM the greater light 
Thy lesser spark may shine, and warm the new- 
made night. 

,Deluded mortals, tell me, when 

Your daring breath has blown 
Hea'v'n's taper out, and you have spent your own, 
What fire shall warm you then ? 
Ah, fools! perpetual night 
Shall haunt your souls with Stygian fright. 
Where they shall boil in flames, but flames shall 
bring no light. 
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' S. AVGVST. 

*The sufficiency of my merit, is to know that my 
merit is not sufficient. 

S, Grbg. Mor, xzy. 

By how much the less man seeth himself, by so 
much the less he displeaseth himself; and by bow 
much the more he seeth the light of grace, by so 
much the more he disdaineth the light ^of nature. 

S. GitEG. Most. 

The light of the understanding/humility kindleth, 
and pride covereth. 



Epio. 1. 

Thou blow'st Heay'n's fire, the whilst thou go'st 

about, 
Rebellious fool, in vain, to blow it out; 
Thy folly adds confusion to thy death ; 
Heay'n^s fire confounds, when fannM with folly's 

breath. 



I 




Tktri it Rs end s/ aU Ali Mimr, iMltJUr b ttt <g*i 

latiificd wtU WqIm. 
O HOW our widea'd 'pnu cao oirr^tretch . 
Tbelr own dimciuinn) ! Haw our hand) can rMCh 
Btyaai tbelr dlitance I How our jteldlns br«ul 
Can iliriDk to be more full tad tall ptmrtt 
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Of this inferior orb 1 How earth refin'd 
Can cling; to sordid earth ! How kind to kind I 
We ^pe, we grasp, we gripe, add store to sto 
Enough requires too much ; too much craves mc 
We charge oor souk so sore beyond their stinty 
That we recoil or biirst : the busy mint 
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going. 
And coining new desires ; desires not knowio| 
Where next to pitch; but, like the boundlew oc 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more strm^ 

motion. 
The pale-facM lady of the black-ey'd night 
First tips her homed brows with easy liglht^ 
Whose curious train of spangled nymphs attire 
Her next night's glory with increasing fire $ 
Each ey'ning adds more lustre, and adorns 
The growing beauty of her grasping horns: 
She sucks and draws her brother's golden store 
Until her glutted orb can suck no more. 
E'en so the yuftnre of insatiate minds. 
Still wants^ and wanting seeks, and seeking fin 
New fuel to increase her rav'nous fire. 
The grave is sooner cloyM than men's desire : 
We cross the seas, and midst her waves we bu: 
Transporting lives, perchance, that ne'er retnr 
We sack, we ransack to the utmost sands 
Of native kingdoms, and of foreign lands; 
We travel sea and soil, we pry, we prowl. 
We progress, and we prog from pole to pole ; 
We spend our mid-day sweat, our midnight oi 
We tire the night in thought, the day in toil : 
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We make art servile, and the trade gentile, 
(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile) 
To compass earth, and with her empty store 
To fill our arms, and grasp one handful more ; 
Thus seeking rest, our labours never cease. 
But, as our years, our hot desires increase : 
Thus we, poor little worlds 1 with blood and sweat. 
In vain attempt to comprehend the great ; 
Thus, in our gain, become we gainful losers, 
And what*s inclos'd, incloses the inclosers. 
Now, reader, close thy book, and then advise ; 
Be wisely worldly, be not worldly wise; 
Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking 
The world's base dunghill^ vermin's took by taking : 
Take heed thou trust not the deceitful lap 
Of wanton Dalilah; the world's a trap.' 
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Hugo de Anima* 

Tell me, where be those now, that so lately, 
loved and hagged the world ? Nothing remaineth of 
them but dost and worms; observe what those men. 
were; what those men are:. They were like thee; 
they did eat, drink, laugh, and led merry days; and 
in a moment slipt into hell. Here, their flesh is 
food for worms ; there their souls are fuel for fire, 
till they shall be rejoined in an unhappy fellowship, 
and cast into eternal torments; where they that 
were once companions in sin, shall be hereafter 
partners in punishment. 



Epiq, 2, 

Gripe, Cupid, and gripe still, unto that wind. 
That's pent before, find secret vent behind : 
And when thou'st done, hark, here, I tell thee what. 
Before I'll trust thy armful, I'll trust that. 




lit U out Inlo a ■«( Ay 

What f new and quiver loo } what need (here .al 
Tbete tl; devicet (o betray poor men ) 

Die tlw]> DAt hnt ciiau|b nhen thouuadi Ml 
BeFare tbjr dui? wiiat need ihew ei^iim then 
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Attend they not, and answer to thy call. 

Like nightly coveys, where they list and when ? 

What needs a stratagem where strength can 

sway? [say i 

Or what needs strength compel where none gain<» 

Or what needs stratagem or strength, where hearts 

obey? 

Husband thy slights : it is but yain to waste 

Honey on those that will be catch*d with gall; 
Thou canst not, ah! thou canst not bid so fast 
As men obey z Thou art more slow to call 
Than they to come ; thou canst not make such haste 
To strike, as they, being struck, make haste to fall. 
Go save thy nets for that rebellious heart 
That scorns thy pow'r, and has obtainM the art 
T' ayoid thy flying shaft, to quench thy Qery dart, 

iiost mortal! how is thy destruction sure,. 

Between two bawds, and both without remorse I 
The one's a line, the other is a lure; 

This to entice thy soul ; that to enforce I 
Waylaid by both, bow canst thou stand secure? 
That draws ; this woos thee to th' eternal curse, 
O charming tyrant, how hast thou befool'd 
And slaved poor man, that would not, if he could. 

Avoid thy line, thy lure; nay, could not,if he would, 

# 
Alas! thy sweet perfidious voice betrays 

His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baits ) 
Thou wrapp'st his eyes in mists, then boldly layv 

The Lethal gins before their crystal g^tes; 
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Thou look*8t up ey*ry sense with thy false keys. 
All willing prisoners to thy close deceits ; 

His ear most nimble, where it deaf should be; 
His eye most blind, where most it ooght to see; 
And when his heart's most bound, then thinks kiipio 
self most free. 

Thou grand imposterl how hast thou obtained 

The wardship of the world ? Are all men turned 
Idiots and lunatics? Are all retained 

Beneath thy servile bands? Is none retnrn*d 
To hb forgotten self? Has none regain*d 
His senses ? Are their senses all acyournM ? 
¥^hat, none dismissed thy court? Will noylump 

fee 
Bribe thy false fists to make a glad decree, 
T* unfool whom thou hast fool'd, and set thy prisoners 
free? 
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8, Bern, in Set* 

In thiit worid is much treachery, little tmth; here 
all things are traps ; here every thing is beset with 
snares; hare sools are endangered, bodies are af- 
flicted $ here all things are vanity and vexation of 
spirit. 



Epio. 3. 

Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thou pleasic*. 
Thou canst not fail to take such fish as these. 
Hiy thriving sport will ne*er be spent : no need 
To fear, when ev*ry cork's a world, thonlt speed. 





f uni-BiAiiTii) 8(ok>, yon, wbate marble tytt 
Oontcnn m wrinkk, and whole ■ouii detplia 
To Ibllair mtnra'i too affected fluhion, 
Or tnvel in Ae regent walk of paaloa i 
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Wbose ri(pd hearts disdain to shrink at fears, 
O^ play at fast and loose, with smiles and tears ; 
Come, burst your spleens with laughter to behold 
A new-found vani^, which days of old 
Ne'er knew : a vanity, that has beset 
The world, and made more slaves than Mahomet : 
That has condemn'd us to the "servile yoke 
Of slavery, and made us slaves to smoke. 
But stay, why tax I thus our modem times, 
For new-bom follies, and for new-bom crimes ? 
Are we sole guilty,- and the first age free ? 
No, they were smok'd and slavM as well as we : 
What's sweet-lipt honour's blast, but smoke ? What*s 
trea«nre, [sure? 

But very smoke ? And what^s more smoke than plea- 
Alas I they're all but shadows, fumes, and blasts ; 
That vanished, this fades, the other wastes. 
The restless merchant, he that lovet to steep 
His brains in wealth , and lays his soul to sleep 
In bags of bullion, sees th' immortal crown. 
And fain would mount, but ingots keep him down : 
He brags to-day, perchance, and begs to-morrow : 
He lent but now, wants credit now to borrow; 
Blow, winds, the treasure's gone, the merchant's 
A slave to silver's but a slave to smoke. [broke ; 
Behold the glory-vying* child of fame,' 
That from dc^ep wounds sucks such an honour'd name. 
That thinks no purchase worth the style of good. 
But what \s sold for sweat, and seal'd with blood ; 
That for a point, a blast of empty breath. 
Undaunted gazes in the face of death ; 
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Whose dear-bonght bubble, filVd with vain renown, 

Breaks with a fillip, or a general's frown : 

His stroke-got honour staggers with a stroke ; 

A slave to honour is a slave to smoke. 

And that fond fool, who wastes his idle days 

In loose delights, and sports about the blaze 

Of Cupid's candle ; he that daily spies 

Twin babies in his mistress* Gemini's, « 

Whereto his sad devotion does impart 

The sweet burnt-offering of a bleeding heart : 

See, how his wings are sing'd in Cyprian fire, 

Whose flames consume with youth, with age expire: 

The world's a bubble; all the pleasures in it, 

Like morning vapours, vanish in a minute: 

Hie vapours vanish, and the bubble's broken 

A slave to pleasure is a slave to smoke. 

Now, Stoic, cease thy la\ighter, and repast 

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as fast. 
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5^ HlBRON. 

That rich man is great, who thinketb not himself 
great becanse he is rich ; the prood man (who is the' 
poor man,) braggeth ontwardly, but beggeth in- 
wardly ; he is blown up, bat not fall. 

Petr, Rav. 

Vexation and anguish accompany riches and ho- 
nour: the pomp of the world, and the favour of 
the people, are but smoke, and a blast suddenly 
Tanishing; which if they commonly please, cooi- 
monly bring repentance ; and, for a minute of joy, 
they bring an age of sorirow. 



£p/6. 4. 

Cupid, thy diet's strange :' it dulls, it rouses. 
It cools, it heats ; it binds, and then it looses : 
Dull-sprightly, cold-hot fool, if e*er it winds thee 
Into a looseness once, take heed, it binds thee. 





ma Mbu nl Iklne ejKf upun tliM milcM ii nolf fo, 
Hekei make Ihtmiebtit ttinft I Hit;/ fig amag ai an 

f AUB«arid,tbau Ij'x: thon cmnit DM lend . 

Tbel(tutdc%bl: 
Tby favoun cannot gain a b-leod, 

Tbey are lo illghl i 
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Thy morning pleasures make an end 

To please at night : 
Poor are the wants that thou sopply'st ; 
And yet thou vaant'st, and yet thou vy^st 
With Heaven $ fond earth, thou boast'tt; false 

world, ihovL ly'st. 

Thy babbling tongue tells golden tales 

Of endless treasure : 
Thy bmuity offers easy sales 

Of lasting pleasure; 
Thou atk'st the conscience what she ails, 

And sweaPst to ease her: 
There's none can want where thou supply^st. 
There's none can give where thondeny'st, 
Alasl fond world, thou boast'st; false world, 

thou ly'st. 

What well advised ear regards 

What earth can say ? 
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards 

Are painted clay : 
Thy cunning can but pack the cards. 

Thou canst not play : 
Thy game at weakest, still diou vy'st; 
If seen, and then revy'd, deny'st; 
Thou art not what thou seem'st; false world, 

thou ly'st. 
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Thy tinsel bosom seems a mint 

Of new-coin'd treasare ; 
A paradise, that has no stint, 

No change, no measure ; 
A painted cask, but nothing in'i. 

Nor wealtlif nor pleasure : 
Vain earth! that falsely thus comply'st 
With man; vain man, that thou rely'st 
Oo earth; vain man, thou doat*st; vain earth, 

thon ly'st* 

What mean dull souls, in this high measure 

To haberdash 
In earth's base wares, whose greatest treasure 

Is dross and trash ; 
The height of whose enchanting pleasure 

Is but a flash ? 
Are these the goods that thou supply *st 
Ui mortals with ? Are these the highest ? 
Can these bring cordial peace? False world, 

thou ly*st. 
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Pjbt. JSlbs, 

The world is deceitfql ; her end is doablful ; h< 
conclusion Is horrible; her Judge is terrible, ai 
her punishment is intolerable. 

S, AvGVST» Lib, Confess, 

The vain-glory of this world is a deceitful 8 wee 
ness, a fruitless labour, a perpetual fear, a dange 
ous honour: her beginning is without ProTideoc 
and her end not without repentance. 



Epiq* 5. 

World, thouVt a traitor; thou hast stampM thy bat 
And chymic metal with great Casbar's face. 
And with thy bastard bullion thou hast bartered 
For wares of price; how justly drawn and quartei't 





iMlMUm that U dtahted 

ikaUlHldn j,v~... 

Umuitb her not, her glaii dilTiuei 

Falae portrailnm i (hoa canil np; 
No tme ndNtion: (he KbuMS 

Her mUliifonD'd belioldct'i ejei 



\il3t forwadtg 
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Huoo Ub. de AnSnuu 

In vain he Hfteth up the eye of his heart to be- 
hold his GoDy who is not first rightly advised to be- 
hold himself: First, thou must see the visible things 
of thyself before thou canst be prepared to know 
the invisible things of God; for if thou canst not^ 
apprehend the things within thee, thou canst not 
comprehend the things above thee : the best look- 
ing-glass, wherein to see thy God, is perfectly to see 
thyself. 



Be not deceiv*d, great fool : there is no loss 
In being small; great bulks but swell with dross. 
Man is HeavVs masterpiece : if it appear 
More great, the valne^s less ; if less, more dear. 




1 RK varld'g B door, whose mclling beapa rt 
The mingled wages of the ploughman *■ (oil) 
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All things are mizt, the useful with the vain ; 
The good with bad, the noble with the Tile; 
The worid's an ark, wherein things pure and 

gross 
Present their lossful gain, and gainful loss, 
Where erVy dram of gold contains a pound of dross. 

This fnrnish'd ark presents the greedy view 

With all that earth can give, or Heav*n can add ; 
Here lasting joys; here pleasures hourly new, 
And hourly fading, may be wish'd and had: 
All points of honour, counterfeit and true, 

Salute thy soul, and wealth both good and bad : 
Here may'st thou open wide the two-leav'd 

door 
Of all thy wishes, to receive that store. 
Which being empty most, does overflow the more. 

Come then, my soul, approach this royal burse. 

And see what wares our great exchange retains ; 
Come, come ;.. here V that ^hall make a firm di- 
vorce 
Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains ; 
No need to sit in council with thy purse. 
Here's nothing good shall cost more price than- 
pains : 
But, O my soiil, take heed, if thou rely 
Upon thy faithless optics, thou wilt buy 
Tod blind a bargain : know, fools only trade by th' 
eye. 
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The worldly 'wisdom of the foolivh man 
Is like a sieve, that does alone retain 
The f^rosser substance of the worthless bran: 

But thou, my soul, let thy brave thooghts disdain 
So coarse a purchase : O be thou a fan 
To purge the chaff, and keep the winnow*d grain t 
Make clean thy thoughts, and dress thy mizt 

desires : 
Thou art Heav'n*s tasker ; and thy God requires 
The purest of thy flow'r, as well as of thy fires. 

Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace, 

And wisdom bless the souPs unblemished ways ; 
No matter, then, how short or long's the lease, 

Whose date determines thy self-number*d days: 
No need to care for wealth's or fame's increase, 
• Nor Mars his palm, nor high Apollo's bays. 
Lord, if thy gracious bounty please to fill 
The floor of my desires, and teach me skill 
To dress and choose the com, take those the chaff 
that will. 
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S. jivavrr. Ub. i. de Doct. ChrUti. 

Temporal things more ravish in the expectation 
f hao in fruition : bat things eternal, more in the 
fruition than expectation^ 

Ibidem. 

The life of man is the middle between angeb and 
beasts : if man takes pleasure in carnal things, he is 
compared tu beasts: but if he delight in spiritual 
things, he is suited with angels. 



£p/G. 7. 

Art thou a child? Thou wilt not then be fed 
But like a child, and with the children's bread ; 
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undrest: 
My soul, thou savour'st too much of the beast. 





Vat. Whit means Ibis pecTiih babr t Wh'nh, lal- 



What alli my babe, wlut nfla my bsbe tn crj ? 

Will DolhlDg Hill II ) Will it ocilher be 

I'lew'd with tbe mne'i brcMI, nor notbcr** koee) 




iBoCteUfor 
Cmmtf b«i aad frkadi; mj lamb ; 
What aif bj babe, what aib mj babe to 07? 
Peace, peace, bj dear; alat ! tbj early f can 
Bad aevcr fiwlu Co wmtrii half tbcse tean; 
CcBK, lilf apoo aM : let thy MoCber tpj 
Hj taibtt'u Ima^e in ber baby's eye : 
HaJtaaH tbcse gailty drops agmiait tbe r^ge 
Of balder fortaaes, aad tbe ^pa of age; 
Thiac eye's ao( ripe fisr tean : Wbisb laBaby ; 
Wbat ails aiy babe, lay sweet-€ic'd babe, to ciy ? 
Look, look, wbat'sbere! A daiaty, galdca tbiag: 
See bow tbe daaciai; bells tarn roaad aad riag. 
To please liy baatling! Here's a kaack wiO breed 
Aa baadred kisses: bere's a kaack indeed. 
80 now my bird b white, aad Icwks as &ir 
As Pdop's shoulder, or a adlk-white pair: 
Heres right the father's saule; whea Mars beguU^d 
Sick Venas of ber iMait, jost thas he soiil'd. 

DMne Cmfid. 

Wdl any they smile alike ; thy base-bred boy 
And Us base sire had both one caase, a toy: 
How well their sobjects and their smiles agree ! 
Thy Capid finds a toy, aad Blars found thee : 
False queen of beauty, queen of fiUse delights. 
Thy knee prcMOts an emblem, that inrites 
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Man to himself, whose self-transported heart 
(Overwhelmed with native sorrows, and the smart 
Of purchasM gricfd) lies whining night and day. 
Not Itnowing why, till heavy-heelM delay. 
The dulUbrowM pander of despair, lays by 
His leaden buskins, and presents his eye 
With antic trifles, which the indulgent eartlT 
Makes proper objects of man's childish mirth. 
These be the coin that pass, the sweets that pleaie ; 
There's nothing good, there *8 nothing great but these: 
These be the pipes that base-born minds dance after, 
And tnrn immoderate tears to lavish laughter; 
Whilst heavenly raptures pass without regard $ 
Their strings are harsh, and their high strains un- 
heard r 
The ploughman's whistle, or the trivial flute, 
Find more respect than great Apollo's lute : 
WeMl look to Heav'n, and trust to higher joys; 
Let swine love husks, and children whine for toys. . 



f 
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5. Bern, 

That is the tme and diief joy which is not con- 
ceived from the creature, but received from die 
Creator, v^hich (being once possessed thereof) none 
can t^e from thee: whereto all pleasure, being 
compared, is torment, all joy is grief, sweet things 
are bitter, all glory is baseness, and all delectable 
things are despicable. 

Joy, in a changeable subject, must necessarily 
change as the subject changeth. ^ 



EpiG, 8. 

Peace, childish Cupid, peace: thy fingerM eye 
But cries for what, in time, will make thee cry. 
But are thy peevish wranglings thus appeas'd? 
Well may'st thou cry, that art so poorly pleas*d. 




What KiU ye do in Iht iag of yam vaitalwi 

will yt flu for helf? and «Aere kiU ye IsoM ifi 

glory^ 
Ii Ibis itial Jolly god, whoae Cypriui baw 

Itai ahot 10 nuay flaming darU, 
And nude u many wounded beaulio go 

Sadly perplei'd with Hhimp'ring henilii 
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Is this that sov'reign deity, that briogs 
The slavish world In awe, aod stiogs 
The blundVing souls of swains, and stops the hearts 
of kings? 

What Circsean charm, what Hecataean spite 

Has thus abused the god of love ? 
Great Jove was vanquish'd by his greater might ; 
(And who is stronger-arm'd than Jove ?) 
Or has our lustful god performed a rape. 
And (fearing Ai|;u8' eyes) would 'scape 
The view of jealous earthy in this prodigious shape ? 

Where be those rosy cheeks, that lately scornM 

The malice of injurious fates? 
Ah ! where*8 that pearl port-collu that adorned 
Those dainty two-leav*d ruby gates ? 

Where be those killing eyes that so controU'd 
The world, and locks that did infold. 
Like knots of -flaming wire, like curls of burni8h*d 
gold? 

No, no, 'twas neither Hecataean spite. 
Nor charm below, nor pew'r above ; 
'Twas neither Circe's spell, nor Stygian sprite, 
That thus transform'd our god of love ; 

'Twas owl-ey'd lust (more potent far than they) 
Whose eyes and actions hate the day: 
^^'hom all the world observe, whom aU the worHl 
obey. 
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See how the latter tnimpet's dreadful blast 

Affrights stout Mars his trembling son ! 
See, how he startles ! how he stands aghast, 
And scrambles from his melting throne ! 

Hark how the direful hand of vengeance tears 

The swelt'ringi^ouds, whilst Heav*n appears 

A curde fiird with flame, and centred with his fears. 

This is that day, whose oft report hath worn 

Neglected tongues of prophets bare ; 
The faithless subject of the worldling's scorn,' 
The sum of men and angels* prayer : 

This, this the day, whose all-discerning light 
Ransacks the secret dens of night. 
And severs good from bad ; true joys from false de 
light. 

YoD grov'ling worldlings, you, whose wisdom trades 

Where light ne'er shot his golden ray, 
That hide your actions in Cimmerian shades. 
How will your eyes endure this day ? 

Hills will be deaf, and mountains will not hear ; 
There be no caves, no corners there 
To shade your souls from fire, to shield your hearts 
from fear. 
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Hugo, 

O the extreme loathsomeness of fleshly last, which 
oot only effemioates the mind, bat enervates the 
body ; which not only distaineth the soul, but dis- 
guiseth the person! It is tbhered with fury and 
wantonness; it is accompanied with filthiness and 
uncleanness; and it is followed with grief and re- 
peniance. 

lEpia. 9. 

What, sweet-fac'd Cupid, has thy bastard treasure^ 
Thy boasted honours, and thy bold-facM pleasure ' 
Perplexed thee now ? I told thee long ago, 
To what they^d bring thee, fool, to wit, to woe. 



i. 




She li empty^ aruf void, and waale^ 
^HE'ieiD))!;: bark, she soaodailberE'gDalbinglbere 

Bal noite le fill thy tart 
Thy vain inquiry cbd bI length bat flnd 

A blHt ot norrn'rios wind : 
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Tt is a cask, that seems as full as fair, 

But merely tunn'd with air: 
Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds : 

The soul that vainly founds » 
Her joys upon this world, bat feeds on empty sounds. 

She's empty : hark, she sounds : there's nothing in't ; 

The spark-engend'ring flint 
Shall sooner melt, and hardest raunce shall first 

Dissolve, and quench thy thirst. 
E'er this false world shall still thy stormy breast 

With sniooth-fac'd calms of rest. 
Thou may'st as well expect meridian light 

From shades of black-mouth'd night, , 
As in this empty world to find a full delight. 

She's empty: hark, she sounds: 'tis void and vast; 

What j|f some flatt'ring blast 
Of flatuAus honour should perchance be there. 

And whisper in thine ear? 
It is bat wind, and blows bat where it list. 

And vanisheth Iik<^ mift. 
Poor honour earth can'^give ! Wliat gen'rous mind 

Would be so base to bind 
Her heav'n-bred soul a slave to serve a blast of wind? 

She's empty : hark, she sounds: 'tis but a ball 

For fools to play withal : 
The painted ^m bat of-a stronger babble. 

That's lia'd with silken trooUe : 



I 
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It is a world, whose work and recreation 

Is vanity and vexation } 
A hag, repaired with vice^complezion'd paint, 

A quest*honse of complaint ; 
It is a saint, a fiend; a worse fiend, when most a 
saint. 

She^s empty : hark, she sounds : His vain and void j 

What's here to be enjoyed 
But grief and sickness, and large bills of sorrow. 

Drawn now, and crossed to*morrow ? 
Or what are men, but puffs of dying breath. 

Revived with living death? 
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on surer grounds 

Than what dull flesh propounds j 
rust not this hollow world; she's empty: hark, she 
sounds. 



112 EMBLEMS. BOOKS. 

S. Chryb, in Ep, ad» Heb» 

CoDtemo riches, aod thou shall be rich ; contemn 
glory, and thou shalt be glorious; contemn injuries, 
and thou shalt be a conqueror ; contemn rest, and 
thou shalt gain rest ; contemn earth, and thou shalt 
find Heaven. 

Hugo Ldb, de Vanit, Mundu 

The world is a vanity which affordeth neither 
beauty to the amorous, nor reward to the laborious, 
nor encouragement to the industrious. 



Epiq, 10. 

This house isito be let for life or years; 
Her rent is sorrow, and her income tears: 
Cupid, 't has long stood void ; her bills make known, 
iShe must be dearly let, or let alone; 



I 




JVarrm it Ike way that haiitk uato Hft, and fin 
tktnttlhalfindll. 
r BXPOiT'maui fool, than (rouril uabt g 
Thau err'rti tbal's not Ibe waj, 'tli tbiii 
Thy hopo, loRnicted by Ihlae eye, 
Hake thee apprar more dcw llMn 1 1 
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My floor is not so flat, lo fine,' 

And has more obvious rubs than thine : 

Tis tme; my way is hard and strait. 

And leads me throuj^h a thorny gate : 

Whose ranlcling pricks ^e sharp and fell ; 

The common way to Heaven's by hell. 

Tis tme; thy path is short and fair. 

And free from rubs: Ah! fool, beware, 

The safe9troad*s not always ev'n: 

The way to heH's a seeming beav'n : 

Think*8t thou the crown of glory's had 

With idle case, fond Cyprian lad? 

Think'st thov, that mirth, and vain delights. 

High feed, and shadow-short'ning nights, 

Soft knees, full bags, and beds of down. 

Are proper prolines' to a crown? 

Or canst thon hope to come and View, 

Like prosperous Caesar, and subdttc(? 

The bond-slave usurer will trudge. 

In spite of gouts will turn a drudge, "^ 

And serve bis sonl-condemiiiDg pone, 

T' increase it with the widow's corse : 

And shell the crown of gfory stand 

Not worth the waving of an hand ? 

The fleshly wanton, to obtain 

His minute-lust, will count it gain 

To lose his freedom, his estate. 

Upon so dear, so sweet a rate ; 

Shall pleasures thus be priz'd, and must 

Heav'n's palm be cheaper tbaa a last? 
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The trae-bred spark, to hoise his name 

Upon the waxen win^ of fome. 

Will fight undaunted in a flood 

That's rais'd with brackish drops and blood. 

And shall the promised crown of life 

Be thought a toy, not worth a strife? 

And easy good brings easy gains ; 

But things of price are bought with pains. 

The pleasing way is not the right: 

lie that would conquer Heav'n must fight. 



^ .-Wltet b« . _ t„ eni'f'- abetter. » „,».- 
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X hop* '^^ 




6»dftrtid Ihal I thould ghrg, low in II 
Can nothing aelde my uncertain breait. 



Can mj alfecli 



u[ nulhing bot, 
Bui itlll end ■till remove? 
1 no mercy t WIH no ark of ntt 
Receive mjr mile* doTe t 
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Is there no good, than which there's nothing higher. 

To bless my full desire 
With joys that never change; with joys that nc'et 
expire? 

I wanted wealth ; and, at my dear request, 

Earth lent a quick supply; 
I wanted mirth, to charm my sullen breast; 

And who moire brisk than I ? 
I wanted fame, to glorify the rest; 

My fame flew eagle-high; 
Afy joy not fully ripe, but all decay'd. 

Wealth vaqish'd like a shade ; 
My mirth began to flag, ray fame began to fade. 

The world's an ocean, hurried to and fro 

With ev'ry blast of passion: 
Her lustful streams, when either ebb or flow. 

Are tides of man's vexation ;^ 
They alter daily, and they daily grow 

The worse by alteration : 
The earth's a cask Aill tunn'd, yet wanting measure ; 

Her precious wine is pleasure ; 
Her yeast is honour's puff; her lees are worldly 
treasure. 

My trust is in the cross : let beauty flag 

Her loose, her wanton sail ; 
Let count'nance-gilding honour cease to brag 

In courtly terms, and vail ; 
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Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag 
Her base, though golden, tail ; 

False beauty's conquest is but real loss, 
And wealth but golden dross ; 

Best honour's but a blast: roy trust is in the cross. 

My trust is in the cross ; there lies my rest: 
My fast, my sole delight : 

Let cold-mouth*d Boreas, or the hot-mouth'd East, 
Blow till they burst with spite; 

Let earth and hell conspire theiY* worst, their best, 
And join their twisted might ; 

Let show'rs of thunderbolts dart down and wound 
me. 
And troops of fiends surround me, 

All this may well confront; all this shall ne^er con- 
found me. 
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8, jiVGVgT. 

Chrift*s cnm b the dnist-enMi of all o«r happi* 
Bc«; it deliven ■■ frooi all blindocaB of errory and 
eoridm oar darkocss with light ; it restoreth the 
trooblrd tool to rest ; it briogetli strangers to Goo's 
acquaintance; it maketh remote foreigners ncsv 
neigbboiirB ; it cntteth off discord; concludeth a 
leagae of everlasting peace ; and is the boanteooi ' 
author of all good. 

S^ Bebm, m Ser, de Renw. 

We find glory in the cross ; to as that ar^ saved, 
it i« the power of God, and the fulness of all vir^r 
taei* 



Epio, 12. 

I folio w'd rest; rest fled and soon forsook me; 
I ran from grief; grief ran and overtook me, 
llfhat sbajl I do, lest I be too much tost? 
On worldly crosses, Loao, let me be crost. 




^t ■ dag rtturneih lo Ui vo 

O, I am wnunded 1 nod 
Beyond my patience or gi»t xuiim 
I yield, I yield tlie day, ihe palm ii 
Tby bow'i BOM Irac, thy tliafl'i m 



< a foot rtlurtulA 



ience or grcal Chlron'i i 



T.iact thmn 
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Hold, hold, O hold thy conqa*ring hand. What need 
To seod more darts? the first has done the deed : 
Oft have we struggled, when our equal arms 
Shot equal shafts, inflicted equal harms; 
But this exceeds, and with her flaming head, 
Twy-fork'd with death, has struck my conscience 

. dead. 
But must I die? ah me I If that were all. 
Then, then I'd stroke my bleed ipg wounds, and call 
This' dart a cordial, and with joy endure 
These harsh ingredients, where my grief's my cure. 
But something whispers in my dying ear, 
Hiere is an after-day; which day I fear. 

The slender debt to nature's quickly paid, 
Discharg'd, perchance, with greater ease than made ; 
But if that pale-fac'd sergeant make arriest, 
Ten thoQsand actions wovld (whereof the least 
Is more than all this lower world can bail,) 
Be enter'd, and eoadettin me to the jail 
Of Stygian darkness, bound in red-hot chains^ 
And grip^ with tortare9 worse that Tityan pains. 
Farewell, my vain, farewell, my loose delights; 
Farewell, my rambling days, my rev'ling nights ; 
*Twas you betray'd me first, and when ye found 
My soul at 'vantage, gave my soul the wound : 
Farewell, my bullion gods, whose sov'reign looks 
So often catch'd me with their golden hooks ; 
Go, seek another slave ; ye must all go ; 
I cannot serve my God and bnllion too. 
Farewell, false honour ; you whose airy wings 
Did mount my soul above the thrones of kings; 
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Then llatter'd me, took pet, and in disdain, 
Nlpp*d ay green buds; tlien kick'd me dnwn again i 
Fkrewell, my bow ; farewell, my Cyprian quiYCri 
Farewell, dear world, fare w ell, drar world,fdrewr. 
Of but this most delicious world, bow sweet 
Her pleasures relish ! ah ! how jump they meet 
The grasping soul, and with their sprightly fire 
Reviye and raise, and rouse the wrapt desire ! 
W&r ever? O, to part so long! what, never 
Meet more ? another year, and then for ever : 
Too quick resolves do resolution wrong; 
What, part so soon, to be divorced so long? 
Thinp to be done, are long to be debated ; 
Heaven's not decay 'd. Repentance is not dated. 



124 EMBLSMS. BOOK t. 

S, AvQvn. Ub» de UtiL agen, Pien, 

G6 «p, my aool, into the tribunal of thy coo- 
science: there set thy guilty self before thyself: 
hide not thyself behind thyself, lest God bring thee 
forth before thyself. 

S. jivovsT, in SoKloq, 

In vain is that washing, where the next sin de- 
fileth: he hath ill repented, whose sins are repeated : 
that stomach is the worse for vomiting, that licketb 
up his vomit* 

Goo hath promised pardon to him that repenteth, 
but he hath not promised repentance to him that 
sinneth. 



Epio, 13. 

Brain^woonded Cupid, had this hasty dart. 
As It has pricli'd thy fancy, pierced thy heart, 
T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceived theel 
For bad this dart but liill'd, this dart had sav'd thee. 




A jmt man /alUlh >n>en limii, and riitlh up again ■ 
»«/ fki Kicked iheltfaU intt mUchitf. 
- Til bulB foil at be>t,and that'll the moat 
Yonr ikill caD hoatl; 
Ujr hllpp'ry fboUiig foil'd mei and jM lri|it, 
Jiut as I sllpt : 



I 
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My wanton weakness did herself betray I 

With too macb play: 
I was too bold: be never yet stood sore. 

That stands secure: 
Who eyer trusted to bis native strength, 

Bnt fell at length ? 
The title*8 craz'd, the tenure is not good. 
That claims by th' evidence of 'flesh and blood. 

Boast not thy skill $ the righteous man falls oft, 

Tet falls but soft: 
There may be dirt to mire him, but no stones 

To crush his bones: 
What if he staggers ? Nay, but case he be^ 

FoilM on his knee? 
That very knee will bend to Heav*n, and woo 
" For mercy too. 

The trae-bred gamester ups afresh, and then 

Falls to*t again; 
Whereas th« leaden-hearted coward lies, 
Ajid yields hu ponquer*d life, or craven'd dies 

Boast not thy conquest ; thou that e«r'ry hour 

Fidrst ten times low'r ; 
Nay, hast not powV to rise, if not, in case. 

To fall more base : 
Thou wallow'st where I slip; and thou dost tumble 

Where I but stumble : 
Thou glory'st in thy slaveries* dirty badges. 

And fall'st for wages : 
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Sour grief and sad repentance scours and clears 

My stains with tears : 
Thy falling keeps thy falling still in nre ; 
But when I slip, I stand the more secure. 

Lord, what a nothing is this little span, 

We call a man I 
What fenny trash maintains the smothering fires 

Of his desires I 
How slight and short are his resolves at longtst: 

How weak at strongest I 
Ob, if a sinner, held by that fast hand. 

Can hardly stand, 
Good God ! in what a desp'rate case are they* 

That have no stay I 
Man's state implies a necessary curse; 
When not himself, he's mad $ when most bims^^lf, he't> 
worse. 
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S. Jmbros. in Ser, ad FincuUu 

Peter stood more firmfy after be had lamei 
fall than before he fell; insomach that be 
more grace than he lost grace. 

^. Chrfs. in Ep. ad HeUod. Monack 

It is no snch heinous matter to fall affltc 
being down, to lie dejected. It is no dangc 
soldier to receive a wound in battle, but,&f 
wound received, through despair of recov< 
refuse a remedy ; for we often see wounded 
pions wear the palm at last; and, after fight, ci 
with victory. 



Epmg, 14. 

Triumph not, Cupid, his mischance doth shoifi 
Thy trade; doth once, what thou dost alway 
Brag not too soon ; has thy prevailing hand 
Foird hiu? ah fool, th' hast taught him \ 
stand. 
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It fiv^ aootber life, it breathes new breath; 

It iidther fean nor feels the sting of death : 

Like as the idle Tagrant (having none) 

That boldly 'dopts each boose he views, his own ; 

Makes ev'ry pone his chequer ; and at pleasure. 

Walks forth, and taxes all the world, like Caesar; 

At length, by virtue of a just command. 

His sides are lent to a severer hand ; 

Whereon his pass, not fully understood. 

Is taxed in a manuscript of Mood ; 

Thus past from town to town ; until be come 

A sore repentant to his native hfune : 

£*en so the rambling heart, that idly roves 

From crimes to sin, and nncontrpUM removes 

From lust to lust, when wanton flesh invites 

From old worp pleasures to new choice delights ; 

At lengtli corrected by the filial rod 

Of his offended) hot his gracious God, 

And lash'd from sins to sighs ; and by degrees. 

From sighs to vows, from vows to bended knee^ ; 

From bended knees to a true pensive breast ; 

From thence to tofinen^ not t>y tongue exprest ; 

Returns ; and (frpni his sinful self exird) 

Finds a glad father, he a welcome child t 

O then it lives ; O then it livies involv'd 

In secret raptures ; pants to be dissolv'd : 

The royal offspring of a second birth. 

Sets ope' to Heav'n, and shuts the door to earth : 

If love sick Jove commanded clouds should hap 

To rain such show'n as quicken'd Danae's lap : 
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Or dogs (far kinder than their purple roaster,) 

Should lick his sores, he laughs, nor weeps the faster. 

If earth (Heav*n*s rival) dart her idle ray | 

To Heaven 'tis wax, and to the world 'tis clay : 

If earth present delights, it scorns to draw, 

But, like the jet unrubb'd, disdains that straw. 

No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it ; 

No grief disturbs it, and no error guides it ; 

No good contemns it, and no virtue blames it ; 

So guilt condemns it, and no folly shames it ; 

No sloth besots it, and no lust inthrals it) 

No scorn afflicts it, and no passion galls it: 

It is a casket of immortal life ; 

An ark of peace; the lists of sacred strife; 

A purer piece of endless transitory ; 

A shrine of grace, a little throne of glory : 

A heav'n-bom offspring of a new-bom birth ; 

An earthly heav'n ; an ounce of heavenly earth. 
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S, AvavsT. de l^r. et Atdma* 

O happy lieart, wliere piety affectetb, where hu- 
mility subjectetb, where repentance correcteth, 
where obedience directeth ; where perBeverance 
perfecteth, where power protecteth, where devotion 
projecteth, where charity connecteth. 

8» OltEG. 

Which way soever the heart tumeth itself, (if 
carefully) it shall commonly observe, that in those 
very things we lose God, in those very things we 
shall find God : ,it shall find the heat of his power 
in consideration of those things, in Che love of 
which things he was most cold ; and by what things 
it fell perverted, by those things it is raised con- 
verted. 



Epig, 1 5. 

My heart ! but wherefore do I call thee so ? 
I have renounc'd my intVest long ago : 
When thou wert false and fleshly, I was thine ; 
Mine wert thou never, till thou wert not mine. 



BOOK THE THIRD. 




A u. Ton whiMC belter tbooghti are newly boi 
And (rebaplii'd with holy fire] can Korn 
Tbe world') bane tra^ whofc necki dttdain to 
Th' tnperiou) yoke of Satao; whMechuleei 
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No wanton longs of Sirens can snrprite 
With false ddi^; whoie more t]ian«eagle-«ycs 
Can Tiew the glorioos flames of )[;old, and s^ze 
On ^'nVriBg beams of hooonr, and not daze ; 
Whose sonls cnn spurn at pleasure, and deny 
The loose sng^estioos of the flesh, draw nigh : 

And youy whose am'roos, whose sHect desires 
Would feel the warmth of those transcendent fires. 
Which (like the rising siin,) put out the light 
Of Venus* star, and turn her day to night; 
Ton that would lore, and have your passions crownM 
With greater happiness than can be found 
In your .own wishes; yon that would affect 
Where neither fcom, nor guile, nor disrespect 
Shall wound your tortnr'd sonls ; that would eojoy 
Wliere neither want can pioch, no^ fulness cloy. 
Nor donbie doubt afliicts, nor baser fear 
Unflaihes your courage in pursuit, draw near. 
Shake-hands with earth, and let your soul respect 
Her joys no farther, than her joys reflect 
Upon her Maker^s glory ; if thou swim 
In wealth, see him in all ; see all in him : 
Sink'st thou in want, and is thy small cruse spent ? 
See bim in want: eojoy him in content: 
Conceiv'st him lodged in cross, or lost in pain? 
In prayer and patience find him out again : 
Make Heav'n thy mutress, let no change remove ' 
Thy royal heart, be fond, be sick of love : 
What, if he stop his ear, or knit his brow ? 
At length he*ll be as fond^ as sick as thou ; 
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Dart up thy soul in groans: thy secret groan 
Shall pierce his ear, shall pierce his ear alone : 
Dart up thy soul in vows : thy sacred vow 
Shall find him out, where Heav*n alone shall know: 
Dart up thy soul in sighs : thy whispVing sigh 
Shall rouse his ears, and fear no listener nigh : 
Send up thy groans, thy sighs, thy closet-vow ;' 
Tbere^s none, there's none shall know but Heav'n and 

thou. 
Groans fresh'd with vows, and vows made salt with 

te&rs; 
Uoscale his eyes, and scale his conquered ean: 
Shoot up the bosom shafts of thy desire, 
FeatberM with faith, and double-forkM with fire; 
And they will hit: fear not, where Heaven bids 

come, 
HeavVs never deaf, but when man's heart is dumb. 



I 




Uy nut Asia dttired 1 Am in tha night. 
Good Cioo ! what borrid darknen doth lamniDd 
H} (roping aonl 1 bow arc my ■eiuci bouad 
Id utter shadev, and muffled from the lifbt. 
Lurk in the tumrn of eternal alghli 
The bold-fac'd lamp of Heav'n cao lel and riM i 
And witbhii morning gloT]! Bll tbevjea 



% 



%m MM. 

Cmm €kMe the *iiiff» amd Kttmw ihe ^v 
jr^te'f kaiMU oifrvH, tkM^ Ae •ftca 



Her kniiter'f vcaMfc^ 9md mtht hermhnr iatot. 
IkKafc! «f flM,4ccp«rallMr'4aifcii£dl, 
JUtrt^aaJ TiMitAMie,— rrweataM: 
My bMakrm^i. wmm emm heg mm honmm liglA; 
Mml my dmkmtm y perfetmad aig^ 
Fsflf hsre fMr rifiap^ waauiei hsve their 
Asd 4t§f*nU mm w 3 wak. Aar better tima : 
Ebbf iMve dbeir ioodt» urf aitfMUB hare their 

ftpriflgf: 
All ftalcf httfe ehaagef fmnUsd with tlie swUigs 
Of cfcMce aM tMie,ftill riding to a«d fro : 
TerreKrial bmliefly aod celeitial too. 
How ofces have I vainly gropM aboat. 
With leoftheo'd anm to find a paaage out. 
That I Bii|;bt catch those beamf mioe eye desires. 
And bathe my soul in those celestial fires! 
Like as (he haggard, cloister'd in her mew. 
To scour her downy robes, aod to renew 
Her brokite Aap* prepartog V overlook 
The timVous mallard at the sliding brook. 
Jets oft from perch to perch ; from stock to ground ; 
From ground to window $ thus surveying round 
Jler dove-befeather'd prison, till at length 
Calling her noble birth to mind, and strength 
Whereto her wing was bom) her ragged beak 
Nips oir her Jangling Jesses, strives to break 
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Her gingling fetters, and begins to bate 
At evVy glimpse, and darts at eyVy grate : 
E'en so my weary soul, that long has been 
An inmate in this tenement of sin. 
Locked up by cloud-brow 'd error* which invites 
My cloistered thoughts to feed on black delightSy 
Now scorns her shadows, and begins to dart 
Her wing'd desires at thee, that only art 
The sun she seeks, whose rising^ beams can fright 
These dusky clouds that make so dark a night : 
Shine forth, great glory, shine ; that I may see 
Both how to loathe myself, and honour thee: 
But if my weakness force thee to deny 
Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye: 
If I must want those beams I wish, yet grant 
That I, at least, may wish those beams I want. 



140 mBLBMS. BOOKS. 

& jivovn. SoOioq, Cap, zxxiit. 

There wai a great dark cloud of vaDitj belbie 
nine ejet, lo that 1 coold not tee the sua of jotiee 
and the light of troth : 1 being the ton of darknen. 
was inirolired io darkness: I loved my darkaesi, 
beeaaie I koew oot thy light : I was blind, and 
lored my blindnew, and did walk from darkness to 
darkncM : bot. Lord, thoo art my God, who hast 
led me from darkness and the shadow of death ; 
hast called me into thb glorious light, and behold, I 
see. 



Erto. I. 

My foidf cheer op; what if the night be long? 
Hea?*n finds an ear when sinners find a tongue ; 
Thy tears are morning show'rs: Heav*n bids me say, 
When Peter's cock begins to crowi *tis day. 






HcMem (ruuported with (be anlk plesnira 
Ofchitdlilibwibla? CUMt thou )»( admire 
Tbe cmp^ tblBc* of U* fin iainl 
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(kuml tkom cooenwe wmek ^oor deiigirti •■ Atte 

Cmm iU Ch* iiMHUiate mmI of Bai^ or plcaie 

The food aipect of hb deloded cjre ? 

Reader, wmek wery fools art thoo aod f : 

Falfe poff of hoooor; the deeeitfol ttreasM 

Of wtsdtk ; tlie idle. Tain, aod eapty dreaav 

€H pleatore, are oar trafte, and eosoare 

Oar tomhf the threefold fabject of oar care ; 

We toil for inuk, we barter folid joys 

For airy triflei, fell oar Heav*o for toyi : 

We catch at barley-graioi, whilst pearb stand by 

Dcipif*d I sacb ▼cry fools art thoo and I. 

Alai^fjt thoa at hoooor? does not the idiot shake it, 

la hb left haad? food maa, step forth and take it: 

Or wo«ld*ft thoa wealth? #ee now the fool presents 

thee 
With a fiill basket, if soch wealth contento thee: 
Woald*st thon take pleasore ? if the fool unstride 
Hb prancing stallioo, thon aiay'st up, and ride : 
Fond man, such b the pleamire, wealth, and bonoor 
The earth affords soch foob as doat upon ber^ 
Such is the game whereat earth's Idiots fly ; 
Such idiots, ah I such- Ibols art tbon and 1 : 
Had rebel man's/ooUbardineu extended 
No farther than himself, and there had ended, 
It had been just $ but thus enrag'd to fly 
Upon tb' eternal eyes of Majesty, 
And drag the Son of Glory from the breast 
Of hb indulgent Father $ to arrest 
Hb great and sacred person ; in disgrace 
To spit and spawl upon hb sun^^right face^ ' 
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To taunt him with base terms, and, being bound, 
To scourge his soft, his trembling skies i to wound 
Hb head ^ith thorns; his heart with human fears i 
His bands with nails, and bis pale flanlL ^ith speani 
And then to paddle in the purer stream 
Of his spilt blood, is more than most extreme i 
Great Builder of Manlcind, canst thou propound 
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound 
Thy handy work ? O ! canst thou choose but see^ 
^hat mad'st the eye ? can aught be bid from the/D? 
Thou seest our persons, Loap, and not our guilt ' 
Thouseest not what thou may*st, but what thou wilt : 
The hand that form'd ys is enforced to be 
A screen set up betwixt thy work and theet 
Look, look upon that hand, nnd thou shalt spy 
An open wound, a thoroughfare for thine eyet 
Or if that wound be closM, that passage be 
Peny*d between thy gracious eye and me. 
Vet view the scar ; that scar will countermand ' 
'^y wrath: O read my fortune in thy hand. 
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S, Cbrtb. IJom, iv. in Joan, 

Fools seem to aboand in wealth, when they want 
all things; Ibey seem to enjoy happiness, when In- 
deed they are only most miserable ; neither do they 
understand that they are deluded by their fancy, 
till they be delivered from their folly. 

S. GrsO' in Mor, 

By so much the more are we inwardly foolish, by 
how much we strive to seem outwardly wise. 



£piG. 2. 

Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done ? 
Controird thy God, and crncifyM his Son ? 
How sweetly has the Lord of life deceived theel 
Thou shedd'st his blood, and that shed blood has 
sav*d thee. 




■Ss«I. Ah[ Sod of David, help. .^M.WhatilBriacTy 
Imptorei (be wa of David > Saul. 11 ii 1. 
Jo.Wbo art thou } Sntf. OhI adeepl; wonDded 

Tbal*! heavj laden, and would Tain Imtc reU. 
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Jet. I have do scraps, and dogs most not be feif^ 
Like household childreD, with the children's bread. 

Soul. Trne, Lord; yet tolerate a baiigry wbdp 
To lick their crambs : O Son of D&Tid, help. 

Jes.' Poor soul, what airst thoa?'. Souk O I bum, 
I fry, 
I cannot rest, I know not where to fly. 
To find some ease ; 1, turn my blubbei^d face 
From man to man ;- 1 roll from place to place 
T* avoid my tortures, to obtain relief. 
But still am dbgg^d and haunted with my ^ef : 
My midnight torments call the sluggish light. 
And, when the morning's come, they woo the night. 

Jes, Surcease thy tearsy-and speak thy free de- 
sires. 

Soul, Quench, quench my flames', and 'suage those 
scorching fires. 

Jet, Canst thou believe my hand can cure thy 
grief? 

Souh Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my unbelief. 

Jes. Hold forth thine arm, and lei my fingers try 
Tby pulse ; where, chiefly, doth thy torment lie? 

Soul. From head to foot; it reigns in evVypart, 
But plays the self-law'd tyrant in my heart. 

Jes. Canst thou digest, canst relish wholesome 
food? tspodt 

How stands tby taste? Soul, To nothing that i» 
All sinful trash, and earth's unsavVy stuff 
I can digest, and relish well enough. 

Jes, Is not tby blood as cold as hot, by turns ? 

Soul, Cold to what's good ; to what is bad it burns. 



t 
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JtB. How old*8 thy grief? SouL I took it at the 
fall 
With eating fruit. Jtu 'Tis epidemical : 
Thy blood's infected, and the infection sprung 
From a bad liver: 'tis a fever strong 
And full of death, unless with present speed 
A vein be open'd : thou must die, or bleed. 

Souh O I am faint and spent: that lance thatihall 
Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal: 
My soul wants cordials, and has greater need ' 
Of blood, than (being spent so far) to bleed ; 
I faint already ; if I bleed, I die. 

Jes* 'Tis either you must bleed, sick soul, or 1 1 
My blood^s a cordial. He that sucks my veins 
Shall cleanse his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than these : cheer up ; this precious blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief; my heart shall bleed for thine. 
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye, 
Thy soul shall neither languish, bleed, nor die. 
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S» AvQVST, Ub, X. Confess, 

Lord, be merciful unto me! ah me! beholdi I 
bide not my wounds : tbou art a pbysiciau, and I am 
sick ; tliou art merciful, and I am miserable. 

S. GRBGniH PastoraL 

O wisdom, with how sweet an art doth thy wine 
and oil restore health to my healthless soul ! How 
powerfully merciful, how mercifii^lly powerful 9rt 
thou ! Powerfulfor me, merciful to me ! 



EptG, S, 

Canst thou be sick, and such a doctor by ? 
Thou canst not live unless thy doctor die: 
Strange kind of grief, that finds no med'cine good 
To *suage her pains, but the Physician's blood I 




FSALN XXV. IB. 

L»*k apon mg ajpictian and mj p«ii, andfnrgbit all 

UoTB work and Uroka ? faotii laih mkI laboar too } 
What more c«i)d fidon, or proud Aihar do i 
StrlpMafterMrlpMi and blowincceedinf Uowil 
Loao, ba* tbj Kotn^ no twrey, and m; won 
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No end ? my pains no ease ? no intermission i 
Is this the state, is this the sad condition 
Of those that trust thee ? vill thy goodness please 
T' allow no other, favours? none but these? 
Will not the rhetoric of my torments move? 
Are these the symptoms, these the s'^ns of love ?- 
Is't not enough, enough that. I fulfil 
The toilsome task o'f tliy laborious' will ? 
May not this labour expiate^&nd purge 
My sin, without the addition of a scourge ? * 
Look on my cloudy brow, how fast it rains. 
Sad 8how*rs of sweat, the fruits of fruitiest pains: 
Behold these ridges, see what purple furrows 
Thy plough- has made; O think upon those sorrows 
That once were thine ; O wilt thou not be wooM ? 
To mercy by the charms of sweat and blood ? 
^Canst thou forget that drowsy mount, wherein 
Thy dull disciples slept? was not my sin 
There punlsh'd in thy soul? did not this brow 
Then sweat in thine? were not these drops ekiow? 
Remember Golgotha, where that spring-4ide 
O^rflow'd thy sov'reign sacramental side: ^ 
There was no sin, there was no guilt in thee. 
That caus'd those pains ; thou sweat*st) thou bledd'st 

for me. 
Was there not blood enough, when one small drop 
Had pow'r to ransom thousand worlds, and stop 
The mouth of justice? Lord, I bled before 
In thy deep wounds; can justice challenge more? 
Or dost thou vainly labour to hedge in 
Thy losses ^om my sides? my blood is thin, 
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And thy free bounty scorns such easy thrift ; 
No, no, thy blood came not as loan, bot gift. 
.But mast I ever grind ? and must I earn 
Nothing but stripes ? O wilt thou disaltern 
'The rest thou gav'st ? hast thou perus'd the ^une 
Thou laid'st on Adam^s fall, and made it Vorse? 
Canst thou repent of mercy ? Heav*n thought good 
Lost man should feed in sweat ; not work |n blood: 
Why dost thou wound th' already wounded breast ? 
Ah me I my life is but a pain at best: 
I am but dying dust : my day^s a span ; 
What pleasure tak'st thou in the blood of man ? 
Spare, spare thy scourge, and be not so austere : 
Send fewer strokes, or lend more strength to bear. 
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S. Bern, Horn, Ixxxi. in Cant, 

Miserable man ! who shall, deliver me fi'om the 
reproach of this shameful bondage ? I am a miser* 
able man, bat a free man ; free, because a man ; mi* 
serable, because a servant: in regard of my bon- 
dage, miserable ; in regard of my will, inexcusable: 
-for my will, that w^ free, beslaved itself to sin^ by 
luwenting to sin ; for be that committeth sin, is the 
servant to sin. 



£pfo. 4. 



Tax not thy Goi>: thine own defaults did urge 
This two-fold punishinent: the mill, the scourge. 
Thy sin's the author of thy self-tormenting : 
Thou grind'st for sinning ; scourged for not repenting. 



%-i}^ 




f beieech thte, thai Ikau Ami maie me et 
tieclam aadwilt thoii bring mi into dailagalHf 
1 am fram the bnom of the new-mode earth 
Poor man wai delT'd, and bod hii unbam blrtk i 
The Mme the ttolt, the wif-«Bme hand dolb trim 
Hw- plant (bu fadea, the b«aH that diet, and bim t 
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wmmeu urts 
Pkmt§ are hif liftan, aii^ tibe heart hii brother, 
Thecldertoo; hearts 4raw the idf-faac hrarth, 
Wm 0M aUfce, flMi dlie tibe felf^ne death : 
Phwti gn»ir ai he, with finrer robes arrayed $ 
Alike they ioarirti, aad alike they &de : 
The heart la seate exceeds him, aad io growth. 
The three^d «ak doth thrice exceed them both. 
Why hMk'rt thoa thea so big, thou little spaa 
Of earthi what art thoa oMire io heiog ama? 
1, hat my great Creaior did iospire 
My ehoiea earth with the diYiaer fire 
Of rtmon $ gave aie Jadgaieot aad a will ; 
That, to fcaow good^ this, to choose good from ill 
He pats tlM reias of pow*r in my free hand, 
A Jarlsdietion eirer sea aad land ; 
He gave aie art- to lengthen out my span 
Of liC^^ and made me all, in being man : 
T, bflft thy passion bas committed treason 
Against tiie sacred person of thy reason: 
Tby jffdgment is corrupt, perverse thy will ; 
That knotvsno good, and this makes choice of ill : 
' The greater height sends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declin*d, tlit-ns bad', turns worst of all. 
Say then, proud Inch of living earth, what can 
Tby greatness claim the more in being man ? 
O i but my soul transcends the pitch of nature, 
Borne up by th* Image of her high Creator; 
Ottt^bruves the life of reason, and bears down 
U§r waxen winp, kicks off her brazen crown. . 



-^ 
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My heart*! a living temple t* entertain 
The King of Glory, and hig gloriooi train : 
How can I mend my title then ? where can 
Ambition find a higher style than man ? 
Ah ! but that image is defac'd and soiiM ; 
Her temple's raz'd, her altars all defiPd { 
Her vessels are poUated and distain^d 
With loathed lust, her ornaments profan'd ; 
Her oil-forsaken lamps and hallow'd tapers 
Pnt out; her incense breathes unsavVy vapoury : 
Why sweirst thou then so big, thou little span 
Of earth? what art thoa more in being man? 
Eternal Potter, whose blest hands did lay 
My coarse foundation from a sod of clay, 
Thou know*st my slender vessers apt to leak i 
Thoo know*8t my brittle temper's prone to break ( 
Are my bones brazil, or my flesh of oak ? 
O mend what thou hast made, what I have broke i 
Look, look with gentle eyes, and, in thy day 
Of vengeance, Lord, remember I am clay. 
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8, jivGVST, SoUloq. xzzii. 

Shall 1 ask who made me? It was tboii that 
madest me, withoot whom nothin|^ was made : thoa 
art my Maker, and I thy work. I thank thee, my 
Lord God, by whom I live, and by whom all tbli^ 
snbsist, because thoii madest me: I thank thee, O 
my Potter, becaoie thy hands have formed me. 



Epta. 5. 

Why sweirst thou man, puflT'd op with fame and 

purse? 
Th' art better earth, but born to di|; the worse : 
Thou cam'st from earth, to earth thou must return ; 
And art but earth, cast from the womb to th* urn. 



I 




l-MmD,.1 hBTcdonei and, Lomn, IhKvcmUdoDCt 

"Ht follj to toatft, to alHve wltb one 

Thu Ii loo strong) 'lia fbll; ta uuil 

Or profc BD BTB, Ibat will, that nml, prevail. 
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S. Burn. Ser. xxi. in Cant. 

Miserable man I who shall deliver me from the 
reproach of this shameful bondage? I am a miter- 
able man, bat a free' man : free, because like to God ) 
miserable, because af^iost God : O keeper of aMUi* 
]dnd,why hast thou set me as a mark af^nst thee? 
thou hast set me, because thou hast not hindered me; 
It is just that thy enemy should be my enemy, and 
that he who repugneth thee, should repugn me ; T, 
who am against thee, am against myself. 



Efio, 6. 

But formed, and fight I but bom, and then rebel f 
How small a blast will make a bubble swell? 
But dares the floor affront the hand that laid it ? 
So apt is dust to fly in's face that made it. 




JOB xlil. E4. 

mtrrftrt kidtH Ikea thy face, and kotdeitntfir 

IkitK enen^t 
VVbt dagl tboa ilude tb; loiely face I O why 
Doa (bat edlpdng band lo long deny 

■ ("je' 
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Without that light what light remains in me ? 
Thou art my life, my vrajr, my light ; in thee 
I live, I move> and by thy beams I see. 

Thou apf my life; if' thou but tiun away. 
My life's a thousand deaths :' thou ait my way ; 
Without thee, Lord, I tra^l not^ but stray. 

My light thou art ; without thy gTorious sight. 
Mine eyes are darkened with perpetual night. 
My God, thou art my way, my life, my light* 

Thou art my way ; I wander, if thou fly : 
Thou art my light ; if hid, how blind am 1 ? 
Thou urt my life; if thou withdraw, I die. 

Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot see.} 
To whom, or whither should my darkness flee. 
But to the Kght? and who's that light but thee? 

My path is lost, my wandVing steps do stray ; 

I cannot safely go, nor safely stay; 

Whom should I seek but thee, my path, my way i 

O, I am dead : to Whom shall jf, poor I, 
Repair? to whom shall my sad ashes fly 
For life? and where is life but in thine eye? 

And yet thou.turn'st away <thy face, and fly'st me| 
And yet I, sue for grace, and thou deny'st me ? 
Speak, art thou angry, Lord, or only try'st me ? 
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Unscreen those heavenly lamps, or tell me why 
Thou shad'st thy face ? perhaps thou think*8t no eye 
Can ?lew those flames, and not drop down and die. 

If that be all, shine forth and draw thee nigheri 
Let me behold and die, for my desire 
If phoenix-lilLe, to perish in that fire.' 

I>eathK;onquer*d Laz'rus was redeemM by thee ; 
If I am dead. Loud, set death's prisoner frees 
Am I more spent, or stink I worse than he ? 

If my puff*d life be out, give leave to tine 

My shameless snuff at that bright lamp of thine'; 

O what's thy light the less for light'ning mine? 

If I have lost my path, great Shepherd say, 
Shall I still wander in a doubtful way ? 
Lord, shall a lamb of Israel's sheep-fold stray ? 

Thou art the pilgrim's path, the blind man'k eye | 
The dead man's life: on thee my hopes relyi 
If thoa remove, I err, I grope, I die. 

Disclose thy sun-beams, close thy winp and stay i^ 
See, see how I am blind and dead, and stray, 
O thou that art my light, my life, my way. 
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S. AvQVBT* SoUloq* Cap, i. 

' Why dost thou hide thy face?- happily thou wilt 
say , None can see thy face and live : Ah, LorD| let 
me die^ that I may see thee; let me see thee, that I 
may die: I woulci not live, but die; that I may see 
Christ, I desire death ; that I may live with Christ, 
I despise life* 

uiNSBLfit, Med, Cap, v. 

O excellent hiding, which is become my perfec- 
tion! My God, thou hidest thy treasure, to kindle- 
my desire! thou hidest thy pearl, to inflame the 
seeker; thou delayest to give, that thou mayest 
teach me to importune; seemcst not to bear, to 
make me persevere. 



Epig, 7. 

If Heav'n^s ali-quick'ning eyes vouchsafe to shine 
Upon our souls, we slight; if not, we whine: 
Our equinoctial hearts can never lie 
Secure beneath the tropics of that eye* 




Ok that mg htad vara malert, and mine rjwi a /<niit> 

iaht o/ (rori, Mol I might nap ifav and night. 
OBlhatminee^eiireretprlRgd,Bnd could (ramronn 
Their dropt laBcas) m; ilgliBlnlo Katorm 
Of MbI, and iBcred lialrnce, wberein 
Thii lab'rhiK i«mI, laden wllb tierilii. 
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Might suffer sndden shipwreck, aod be split 
Upon that rock, where my drench'd soal may sit, 
0*erwhelm'd with plenteous passion : Oh, and there 
Drop, drop, into an everlasting tearl 
Ah me ! that ev'ry sliding vein that wanders 
Through this vast isle, did work her jvild meanders 
In bracjkish tears instead of blood, and swell 
This flesh with holy dropsies, from whose well. 
Made warm with sighs, m^y fume my wasting breath 
Whilst I difoolve in streams, and reek to death I 
These narrow sloices of my dribbling eym 
Are much too stiaft for those quick springs ihat rise. 
And hoarly fill my temples to the top ; 
I cannot shed for every sin a drop $ 
Great Builder of mankind, why hast thou sent 
Such swelling floods, and made so small a vent? 
O that this flesh had been composed of snow. 
Instead of earth ; and bones of ice ; that so, 
Feeling the fervour of my sin, and loathing 
The fire I feel, I might have thaw'd to nothing ! 
O thou that didst, with hopeful joy, entomb 
Me thrice three moons in thy laborious womb, ^ 
And then, with joyful pain, brought'st forth a son, 
What, worth thy labour, has thy labour done ? 
What was there, ah ! what was there in my birth 
That could deserve the easiest smile of mirth I 
^ man was born ; .alas ! and what*s a man ? 
A scuttle full of dust, a measured span 
Of flitting time ; a furnishM pack, whose ware^ 
Are sullen griefs, and soulrtormentiog car^n: 
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A vale of tears, a vessel tannM with breath. 
By sickness broach*d, to he drawn oot by death : 
A hapless, helpless thin^^, that born, does cry 
To feed, that feeds to live, that lives to die.i 
Great God and man, whose eye spent drops so ofle^ 
For me, that cannot weep enough ; O soften 
These marble brains, and strike this flinty rock{ 
Or, if the music of thy Peter's cock 
Will more prevail, fill, fill my hearkening ears 
With that sweet sound, that 1 may melt in^tears ! 
1 cannot weep until thou broach mine eye ; 
,0 give me vent, or else I burst, and die. 



106 EMBLEMS. BOOK 3. 

8. Ambbob, in Psal. cxviii. 

He that commits sins to be wept for, cannot weep 
for sins committed ; and being himself roost lament* 
able, hath no tears to lament his offences, 

Njzijnz. Orat, iii. 

Tears are the deluge of sin, and the world's sa« 
crifice. 

Sp HiBRON, in Esdiam, 

Prayer appeases God, bat a tear compels him t 
that moves him, but this constrains him. 



Epio. 8, 

Earth is an island ported round with fears; 
Thy way to Heav'n is through the sea of tears ; 
It is a stormy passage, where is found 
The wreck of many a ship, but no man dr«wn'd< 




Tka MrrnM af hell cOfRputxI ma aiavt, and lA* 
iiuref tf death prtvenlid ne. 
It Rot thli (;pe well cnl. In n'ry part 
^11 of rich cunning ! fill'd with Zeuxiiin srl > 
Are not the bunlen, and Iheir Slyglan taonndi, 
LiiDD'd fall to U' life t didal eTCr bear Ike waodl 
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Qf music, and the lip-dividiDg breaths 
Of the strong winded horn^ recheats, and deaths, 
Done more exact? th* infernal Nimrod's halloo? 
The lawless purlieus? and the game they follow? 
The hidden engines,'and the snares that lie 
So undiscorerM, so obscure to th' eye? 
The new-drawn net, and her entangled prey? 
And him that closes it ? Beholder, say, 
Is't not well done ? seems not an emMous strife 
Betwixt the rare cut picture and the life ? 
These purlieu men are devils; and the hounds, 
(Those quick-nosM cannibals, that scour the grounds) 
Temptations; and the j^ame, the fiends pursue. 
Are human souls, which still they have in view $ 
Whose fury if they chance to. 'scape by flying 
The skilful hunter plantshis net close.lyin^ 
On th* iinsuspectj'd earth, baited with treasure. 
Ambitious honour, and self-wasting pleasure; 
Where, if the boul but stoop, death stands prepared 
To draw the net, and drown the souls ensnar*d. 
Poor soul ! how art thou hurried to and fro? 
Where canst thou safely stay ? where safely go ? 
If stay; these hot-mouthM hounds are apt to tear 

thee : - 
If go ; the snares enclose, the nets ensnare thee: 
What good in this bad world has pow'r t' invite thee 
A willing guest? wherein can earth delight thee? 
Her pleasures ^re but itch ; her wealth, but cares :^ 
A world of dangers, and a world of snares : 
The close pureuers busy hands do plant 
Snares in thy substance; snares attend thy want ; 



BOOKS. EMBLBMSl 171. 

Snares in thy credit; snares in thy disgrace ; 
Snares in thy high estate; snares in thy base; 
Snares tncli thy bed ; and snares surround thy board ; 
Snares watch thy thoughts ; and snares attach thy 

word ; 
Snares in thy quiet; snares in thy commotion; 
Snares in thy diet; snares in thy devotion ; 
Sn^es lurlc in thy resolves, snares in thy doubt |. 
Snares lie within thy heart, and snares without; 
Snares are above thy head, and snares beneath ; 
Snares in thy sickness, snares are in thy death. 
Oh! if these purlieus be so full of danger. 
Great Goo pf bearts, the world's sole sov*DeigQ 

ranger; 
Preserve thy deer; and let my soul be blest 
In thy safe forest, where I seele for rest: 
^l^en let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill ; 
J^wie mjB tbey may ; but have no power to kljl. 
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S, Ambmuu. Ub. iv. ta Cti^. !▼. i» Luc. 

The reward of honoun, the height of power, the 
delicacy of diet; aad the beaoty of ao hailot, an 
the snares of the devil. 

S. jImbbos. de Bono Mortig* 

Whilst thoa seekest pleasures, thoa ninnest into 
snares, for the eye of the harlot is the snare of the 
adulterer. 

' In eating, he sets before us gluttony; Id generft^ 
tion, luxury; in labour, sluggishness; In coDYers- 
ing, envy; in governing, covetonsness; in correct- 
ing, anger; in honour, pride; in the heart, he sefs 
evil thodghls; in the mouth, evil words; in actions, 
evil works; when awake, he moves us to evil ae- 
tions; when asleep, to filthy dreams. 



Epig. 9. 

Be sad, my heart, deep dangers wait thy mirth : 
Thy souFs waylaid by sea, by hell, by earth : 
Hell has her hounds ; earth snares ; the sea, a shelf; 
But, most of all, my he^rt, beware thyself. 





Jt- BuwQ forth the prtt'oer, Jwtlce. Juit. nj 



or Ua cwHiitBeDlI Jtm. He tarib broke tke Uwi 
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Of bu too gracious God ; coospir'd the death. 
Of that great Majesty that gave him breath. 
And heaps transgresiiioD, Lord, apoo traMgressioD. 
Jes, How kD0w*8t thou this? JusL Kern by his 

own coofession: 
His sio4 are crying ; and they cryM aloud : 
'fhey cryM toHeav'n,they cryM to Heav*n for blood.^ 
Jes. What say *Bt thou, sinner? Hast thou aught 

to plead 
That sentence should not pass? hold up thy head. 
And show thy brazen, thy rebellious face. 

Sin, Ah me ! I dare not : I*m too vile and base 
To tread upon the earth, much more to lift 
Mine eyes to Heav'n $ I need no other shrift 
Than mine own conscience; Lord, I must oonfcss, 
I am no more than dust, and no whit less 
Than my indictment styles me ! ah 2 if thou 
Search too severe, with too severe a brow. 
What flesh' can stand? I have transgress'd thy laws ; 
My merits plead thy vengeance $ not my cause. 
Jus, Lord, shall I stril^e the blow? Jes. Hold, 

Justice, stay : 
Sinner, spealL on $ what bast thou more to say r 

Sin, Vile as I am, and of myself abhorrM, 
I am thy handy-work, thy creature. Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious image, and at first 
Most like to thee, though now a poor accurst, 
Convicted caitiff,.and degenVoos creature. 
Here trembling at thy bar. Jus, Thy &ul.t'6 the 

greater. 
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LoRi>, bhall I strike the blow ? Jet, Hold, Justice, 

stay : 
Speak, sinner) hast thou nothing else to say? 

Sin, Nothing but mercyr mercy, Lord | my state 
Is miserably poor and desperate ; 
I quite renounce myself, the world, and flee 
From Lord to Jisus, from thyself to thee. 
Ju»t, Cease thy vain hopes; my angry Goo has 
▼ow*d ; 
-Abused mercy roust have blood for blood: 
Shall I yet strike the blow? Jen, Stay, Justice, 

hold I 
My bowels yearn, my fainting blood grows cold. 
To f iew the trembling wretch ; methinlcs I spy 
My Father's image in the prisoner's eye. 
Just. I cannot hold. «/m. Then turn thy thirsty 
blade 
Into my sides, let there the wound be made : ' 
Cheer up, dear soul ; redeem thy life with mine: 
My soul shall smart, my heart shall bleed for thine. 

Sin. O groundless deeps I O love beyond degree t 
Th' oifendcd dies to set th* oifender firee. 
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S, August, 

Lord, if I have done that, for which thou mayesf 
damn me $ thoa hast not lost that, whereby thoa 
may est save me : remember not, sweet Jesus, thy 
justice against the sinner, but thy benignity towards 
thy creature: remember not to proceed against a 
guilty soul, but remember thy mercy towards a 
miserable wretch : forget the insolence of the pro* 
yoker, and behold the fiiisery of the Inyoker ; for 
what is Jesus but a Sayiour? 

Anselm, 

Have respect ija what thy Son hath' done for me, 
and forget what my sins have done against thee s 
my flesh hath provoked thee to vengeance; let the 
flesh of Christ move thee to mercy : It is much that 
mytebellions have deserved $ but it is more th&t my 
HRedeemer hath merited. 



Epiq. 10. 

Mercy of mercies! He that was my drudge 
Is now my advocfite, is now my judge : 
He suiTers, pleads, and sentences alone : 
Three \ adore, and yet adore but One. 




Lttnoltht 



r, niffter Ut Ae 



Xam woiid'i a Ka i roy fleah ■ fhip that'i iptuin'd 
Withlab'riiistbangh(i,aDditMr'db; reawm^ hudl 
My bCBrfi the Mamaii'i card, whereby Ae nilig 
Mj laoic affectMM an the greater.i^bi 
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The top-s^il is my fancy, and the gmta 
That fill these wanton sheets, are worldly lusts. 
Prayer is the cable, at whose end appears 
The anchor Hope, ne'er slipp'd but in piiv fears: 
My wiirs th* inconstant pilot, thai commanrds 
The staggVing l(eel; my sins are like the sands: 
Repentance is the bucket, and mine eye 
The pump onusM (but in extremes) and dry : . 
My conscience is the plummet tliat does press 
The deeps, but seldom cries, O fathomless : 
Smooth calm's security; the gulph, despair; 
My freight^s corruption, and this life's my fare: 
My soil's the passenger,*confus'dly driven 
From fear to fright; her landing port is Heav^Y. 
My seas are stormy, and my ship doth leak ; 
My sailors rude; my steersman faint and weak: 
My canvass torn, it flaps from side to side : 
My c^le^s crack'd, my anchor^s slightly ty'd. 
My p*^ot*3 craf^'d ^ my shipwreck sand; are c)oakM : 
My bucket^s broken, and 'my piunp ^s ch^k'd ; 
My calm's deceitful; and ^y gulph tfM^ near; 
My wares are slubbered, and ray ^re's too dear: 
My plummet's light, it cannot sink nor sound; 
Oh, shall my rock-bethreaten'd soul be drownM? 
Lord, still the seas, and shield my ship from harm; 
Instruct my sailors, guide my steersman's arm : 
Touch thou my compass, and renew my sails. 
Send stilfer courage or send milder gales ; 
Make strong my cable, bind my anchor faster; 
Direct my j^lot, and be thoa his mastery 
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Object the sands to my most serious view. 
Make sound my bucket, bore my pump anew : 
New cast my plummet, moke it apt to try 
Where the rocks lurlc, and where the quicksands Hei 
Guard thou the gulph with love, my calms with caret 
Cleanse thou my freight $ accept my slender fare ; 
Refresh the sea-sick passenger; cut short 
His voyage; land him in his wish*d-for port: 
Thou, thou, whom winds and stormy seas obey. 
That through the deep gav'st grumbling Isr'el way, 
Say to my soul, be safe; and then mine eye 
Shall scorn grim death, although grim death stand by. 
O thou whose strength-reviving arm did cherish 
Thy sinking Peter, at the point to perish, 
Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave, 
1*11 come, VU come: the voice that calls will save. 
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S, AummoB* jtpoL po$i. pro, Jkand. Gqi. iii. 

The conllarace of lart makes a great tonprsf, 
which in this sea digtarbeth the seafaring soul, thai 
reason cannot govern it. 

8. Avar: ST. SoUioq, Cap, xxxr. 

We labonr in the boisterous sea : thoa standest 
upon the shore and seest oar dangers; gire as grace 
to hold a middle course between Scylla and Cha- 
rybdis, that, both dangers es^ped, we may arrive 
at the port secure. 



Epig, 11. 

My soal, the seas are rough, and (hou a stranger 
In these false coasts; O keep aloof; there*s danger : 
Cast forth thy plummet ; see, a rock appears; 
The ship wants sea-room; make it with thy tears. 





O Ikat Ihou wauldtMl hiit me in tkt grave, (jUi 
■Hiiblul ktep mt in itcrtl unlit Ihi/ieralli tepi 
O wnrTHUi ttiall I fljf wbal palb uatrod 
Sbkll [ Mek out to 'waiM tlw dudof rod 
Of my oflendedi of <aj Bngrj QoD I 
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Where shall I sojonrn ? what kind sea will hide 
My head from thunder ? where shall I abide, 
Until his flames be qu^nch'd or laid aside ? 

What, if my feet should taLe their hasty flight. 
And seek protection In the shades of night ? 
Alas! no shades can blind the God of light. 

What if my sotd shoald take the wings of day. 
And find tome desert ?. If sUfe springs away. 
The wIpgB of vengeance clip as fast as they. 

What, if some solid rock should entertain 
My frighted sool ? can solid rocks restrain 
The stroke of Justice, and not cleave in twain ? 

Nor sea, nor shade, nor shield, nor rock, nor cave. 
Nor silent deserts, nor the sullen grave, 
What flame>ey'd fury means to smite, can save. 

The seas will- part, graves open, rocks ^ill split ; 
The shield will cleave; the frighted shadowis flit ; 
Where Justice aims, her fiery darts must hit. 

No, no, if stem-brow'd vengeance means to thunder. 
There is no place above, beneath, or under. 
So close, but will unlock, or rive in sunder. 

'Tis vaip to flee$ *iit neither here nor there 
Can 'scape that hand, until that hand forbear $ 
Ah roe I where, i? be not, that's ev'ry where? 



V 




."^ 







Skmimw* are faouu^^feic u^ ti«t 71^:1.^ »•: IhImi^i 
lf« trail fs liCMs ft* UMt u, wBtrvtK muhtt 
P«or cat* jve e m at Istf*: an |*ntie^^ 



Grcmi God ! tWre h »« idiX'^t Ws'e W^Ww $ 
Thoo art ay fortros tlMm tied «!9f:a^«< ai^r li^L. 
' lis thou that ari k'tt tite «iroMi, mtam ^nm4 Ike. tt$tm . 



Tboa art my God, by thee 1 fall or 
Thy grace hath pv^u mc coaraij^ to w 
All torture^ but my coihcteoet mad Iky 



'1 know tby justice ii ibyielf; I 
Just God, thy very self is mercy too 1 
If not to thee, where, whither shall I go? 



Then work thy will ; if passioo bid 

My reason shall obey { my wiogi dntl be 

Stretched out no further than from tiMe to thee. 



i 
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5* AvQvsT. in PsaL zxxlU. 

Whither fly I ? to what place can I safely fly ? to 
what mountain ? to what den ? to what stron(^ hoose? 
what castle shall I hold? what walls shall hold nc? 
whitbersoever I go, myself followeth me: For 
whatsoever thou fliest, O man, thou mayest, bat 
thy own conscience: wheresoever^^O Lord, I go» 
1 find thee$ if angry, a revenger; if appeased^ a 
redeemer: what way have 1, but to fly from thee 
to thee: that thoumayest avoid thy God, address to'' 
thy Lord. 



Epro. 12. 

Hath vengeance found thee ? can thy fears command 
No rock's to shield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
Know*st thou not where to 'scape? 1*11 tell thee 

where; 
My soul, make clean thy conscience; hide thee there* 










s»^ 



AIt glasi !• half anipenl 
My thtirtleu day too aoot 
It, thai mjr (!■■ may ran I 
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My time-devoured minutes will be done 
Without thy help; see, see how swift they run: 
Cut not my thread before iny thread be spun. 

The gain's not great I purchase by this stay) 
"What loss sustain'st thou by so small delays 
To whom ten thousand years are but a day? 

My following eye can hardly make a shift 
To count my winged hours ; they fly so swift. 
They scarce deserve the bounteous nanie of gift. 

The secret wheels of hurrying time do give 
So short a warning, and so fast they drive, 
That I am dead before I seem to live. 

And what's a life? a weary pilgrimage. 
Whose glory in one day doth fill thy stage 
With childhood, manhood, and decrepid age. 

And what's a life? the flourishing array 

Of the proud summer-meadow, which to-day 

Wears her green plush, and is to-morrow hay. 

And what's a life? a blast susfain'd with clothing. 
Maintained with food,retain'd with vileself-loathing. 
Then weary of itself, again to nothing. 

Read on thi^ dial, how the shades devour 

My short4iv.'d winter's day; hour eats up hour; 

Alas! the lotal*a bat from eight to four. 



^ 



AooK 3. embleAs. 187 

Behold these lilies, (which thy hands have made 

Fair copies of my life, and open laid 

To view) how soon they droop, how soon they fade ! 

Shade not that dial, night will blind too^ooD) 
My non-ag*d day already puiuts to noon ; 
How simple is my suit ! how small my boon ! 

Nor do I beg this slender inch, to while 

The time away, or safely to beguile 

My thoughts with joy, there^s nothing worth a imilci 

No, no f 'tis not to please my wanton ears 
With frantic mirth, I beg but hours, not years: 
j\nd what thou giv'st me, I will give to tears. 

Draw not that soul which would be rather led ! 
That seed has yet not broke my serpent*s head ) 

shall I die before my sins are dead ? 

Behold these rags ; am I a fitting guest 

To taste the dainties of thy royal feast, 

With hands and face unwash'd, ungirt, onblest? 

First, let the Jordan streams, that find supplies 
From the deep fountain of my heart, arise, 
And cleanse my spots, and clear my lep'rous eyes. 

1 have a world of sins to be lamented ; 

I have a sea of tears that most be vented ; 
O spare till then ; and then I die contented. . 
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S, Aug VST, Lib, de Civit, DeU Cap, z« 

The time wherein we live, is taken from the 
•pace of our life; and what remaineth is daily 
made less* insomuch that the time of' our life is 
nothing but a passage to death. 

S, Greo, lib, ix. Cap, Ixiv. in Job, 

As moderate afflictions bring tears, so immdderat^ 
take away tears; insomuch that sorrow becometh 
no sorrow, which swallowing up the mind of the 
afflicted, taketh away the sense of the affliction. 



Epiq. 13. 

r 

Fear*st thou to go, when such an arm invites thee? 
Dread*st thou Ihy loads of sin ? or what affrights thee ? 
If thou begin to fear, thy fear begips: 
Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy sins ? 



k. 




Thrangb Ibe long ei 
TeBlBH-t wtmtucn 
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vlrloe dntU invire 
tureh nnknaifn dd^l) 
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Sp. It helps the sight, makes things remote appear 
In perfect view $ it draws the object near. 

FL What sense-delighting objects dost thon spy? ^ 
What doth that glass present before thine eye ? 

Sp.'l see thy foe, my reconcile^ friend. 
Grim death, e*en standing at the glasses end ; 
His left hand holds a. branch of palm ; his right 
Holds forth a two-edg*d sword* Fl, A proper sight. 
And is this all^ doth thy prospective please . 
Th* abused fancy with no shapes but these? . 

^* Yes, I behold the darkened sun bcreav*n 
Of all his light, the battlements of Heav'n 
S welt Ving in flames ; the angel-guarded Son 
Of glory on his high tribunal-throne; 
T see a brimstone sea of boiling fire. 
And fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wjre, 
Tort*ring poor soids, that gnash their teeth in vain. 
And gnaw their flamertormented tpngnes for pain. 
Look, sister, how the queasy-stomach*d graves 
Vomit their dead, and how the purple waves 
Scald tbeir consiimeless bodies, strongly cursing 
All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nursing:. 

JF?. Can thy distempered fancy taljiie delight 
In view of tortures? these are shows t' affright: 
Look in this glass triangular ; look here. 
Here's that will ravish eyes. Sp. What seest thou 
there ? 
FL The world in colours ; colours that distain 
The cheeks of Proteus or the silken train 
Of Flora's nymphs ; such various sorts of hue, 
As sun-confronting Iris never knew : 



r 
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Here, if thou please to beautify a tpwn. 
Thou may's't i or with a hand, turn 't upside down i 
. Here*niay*st jthou scant or widen by the measure 
Of thine own will ; make short or long at pleasure : 
Here may'st thou ^ire thy fancy, and advise 
'With shows more apt to please more curious eyes. 
Sp. Ah fool 1 that doat'st on vain, on present toys, 
And disrespect^st those true, those future joys : 
How strongly are thy thoughts befoord* alas ! 
To doat on goods that perish with thy ^lass| 
Nay, vanish with the turning of a hand : 
Were they but painted colours, it might stand 
"* * With painted reason that they might devote thee ; 
But things that have no being to besot thee I 
Foresight of future torments is the way 
To balk those ills which present joys betray. 
As thou hast foolM thyself, so now come hither, 
BreaJ^ that fond glass, and let*s be wise together. 
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S, BosAVENT, de Contemptu S^cuU. 

O that meD would be wise, and understand, and 
foresee. Be wise, to know three things, the mul- 
titude of those that are to be damned; the few 
immber of those that are to be saved ; and the va- 
nity of transitory things: understand three things; 
the multitude of sins, the omission of good things, 
and the loss Af time : foresee three things ; the dan- 
ger of death, the last judgment, and eternal punish- 
ment. 



Epfo. 14. 

What, soul, no further yet ? what, ne'er commence 
Master in faith? still bachelor of sense? 
Is't insufficiency ? or what has made thee 
0*ers]ip thy lost degree ? thy lusts have staid' thee. 




My life li ipcal ailA grirf, and my yiari Ki(»r 
lighiag. 
Wh«t BullcD liar nil'd my DDlimelj birib, 
lliiit would not lead my dayi ooe hoar of mlrUi { 
IIuH oft have theie bare kneea been bent to gkio 
Tbeie ilender almi of odc ppor unile In laiai 
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How often, tir*d with the fastidious light, 
Have my faint lips implorM the shades of Dighi? 
How often have my nightly toFinents prey*d 
For lingering twilight, glutted with the shade ? 
Day worse than night, night woneihan'day appears 
In fears I spend my nights, my days in tears : 
I moan anpitied, groan without relief, 
There is no end or measure of my grief. 
The smiling flow'r salutes the day ;: it grows 
Untouched with care ; it neither spins oor sows t 

that my tedious life were like this flower, i 
Or freed from grief, or finished with an hour: ' 
W^y was I bom? why* was 1 born a man ? ! 
And why proportion'd by so large a span ? 

Or why suspended by the common lot, 
And being born to die, why die I not ?■ ^ 
Ab me ! why is my sorrow-wasted breath 
Denied the easy privilege of death ? . 
The branded slave, that tugs the weary oar, 
Obtains the sabbath of a welcome shore; 
His ransomM stripes are heal'd ; his native soil 
Sweetens the mem'ry of his foreign toil : 
But ah ! my sorrows are not half so blest; 
My labour finds no point, my pains iio rest : 

1 barter sighs for tears, and tears for groans. 
Still vainly rolling Sisyphean stones. 
Thou Just observer of our flying hours, 
That, with thy adamantine fangs, devours. 
Tlie brazen monuments of renowned king5. 
Doth thy glass stand? or be thy moulting wings 
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Unapt to fly } if not, why dost thou spare 

A willing breast; a breast that stands so fair; 

A dying breast, that hath but only breath 

To beg a wound, and strength to crave a death? 

O that the pleased Heav'ns would once dis8ol?e 

These fleshly fetters, that so fast involve 

My hampered soul ; then would my soul be blest 

From all those ills, and wrap her thoughts in rest: 

Till then, my days are months, my months are years. 

My years are ages to be spent in tears : 

My griefs entailed upon my wasteful breath, 

Which no recovVy can cut oiT but death. 

Breath drawn in cottages, puff*d out in moauii, 

Begins, continues, and concludes in groans. 
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ft 

Innocbnt, de ViUtaie Condit. Humdtue. 

O who will gWe mine eyes a fountain of tean, 
that I may bewail the* miserable ingress of manli 
condition ; the sinful progress of man's cnnversatioB ; 
the damnable egress in man's dissolution ? I will 
consider with tears whereof man was made, what 
man doth, and what man is to do I alas t be is formed 
of earth, conceived in sin, born to punishment : he 
doth evil things which are not lawful | be doth 
filthy things, which are not decent ; he doth valB 
things, which are not expedient. 



Epjg, 15. 

My heart, thy life's a debt by bond, which bears 
A secret date; the use is groans and tears: 
Plead not ; usurious nature will have all, 
As well the int'rest as the principal. 



BOOK THE FOURTH. 




HOW my will !■ hurried la and frof 

And how nj unreulv'd reiolTn do Tary 1 , 

1 know DM where to fli, wmetimei 1 fi> 

ThU w*j,'tlwn lb»^ and tbea the qnlle eootrary i 
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I like, dislike ; lameot for what I could not ; 
I do,-uodo ; yet still do what I shoald iMt« 
And, at the selfsame instant, will the thing I wodU 
not. • i 

Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppMl < 

With.th* earth-bred winds of my prodigiow will 
Thns am I hourly tost from east to west 
Upon the rolling streams of good and ill : 
Thus am T driv'n npoo the slipp'ry suds 
From real ills to false apparent goods : 
My life*s a troubled sea, composM of ebbs an<i 
floods. 

The carious penman, having trimmed his page 

With the dead language of his dabbled quill, 
Lets tall a heedless drop, then in a rage 
Cashiers the fruits of his unlucky skill ; 
E'en so my pregnant soul in th' infant bud 
Of her best thoughts show'rs down a coal 
black flood 
Of unadvised ills, and cancels all her good. 

Sometimes a sudden flash of sacred heat 

Warms my chill soul, and sets my thoughts ^ii 
frame ; 
But soon that fire is shouldered from her seat 
By lustful Cupid's much inferior flame. 
I feel two flames, and yet no flame entire ; 
Thus are the mungrel thoughts of mizt desire 
Consumed between that heav'nly and this earthly fire 







BUCK 4. BMBLBMS. Ij99 

Sometimes my trasb-disdaining thoughts outpass 

The common period of terrene conceit ; 
O thea methinks I scorn the thing I was, t 

Whilst I stand ravish'd at my new estate : 
But when the Icarian wings of my desire 
JF'eel but the warmth of their own native flre^ 

then they melt and plunge within their wonted 

mire. 

1 know the nature of my wav'ring mind ; 
I know the frailty of my fleshly will : 

My passion's eagle-ey'd; my judgment blind | 
I know what^s good, and yet make choice of ill. 
When the ostrich wings of my desires shall be 
So dull, they cannot mount the least degree, 

Yet grant my sole desire, but of desiring thee. 
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S. Berm. Med, ix. 

M y heart b a yain heart, a Tagabond and 
h^art; while it is led by its owo jodgaieat, 
wantii^ divine counsel, cannot sobsist in itsrif ; and 
whilst it divers ways seeketh rest, findeth ooiie^ bat 
remainetb miserable throogh labour, and void ai 
peace: it aj^reeth not with itself, it disBenteth from 
itself; it altereth resolutions, chaogeth the jndg- 
ment, frameth new thoughts, polleth down the <»ld, 
and bnildeth them up again : it willeth and willcth 
not; and never remaineth in the same state. 

S. AvovsT, de Verb, Apott, 

When it would, it cannot; because when it might, 
it would not : therefore by an evil will man lost his 
good power. 



Epto. 1. 

My soul, how are thy thoughts disturbed, confined, 
EnlargM betwixt thy members and thy mind ! 
Fix here or there ; the doubt-depending cause 
Can oe*er expect one verdict 'twixt two laws. 




O lIuU my M^ iMr« dlrtaed It keep IH) itatuUi .' 
Xrdi T, the ol)j«t of (be world'i ditdaii. 

With pilgrim face snrronDd the weary eartli| 
I mtlj rellBli wlMl the world eounti train | 
Her mlrth'Bm; grief) beriullen grief, mj mirth) 
Her light my darimcH i asd her Itntta my «rr«r. 
Her fteedom If my gaol j aad her ddlgiit ay temr. 
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Fond earth I proportion not my seeming love 
To my long stay ; let not my thoughts deceive 
thee ; 
Thou art my prison, and my homers above; 
My life's a preparation l^ut to leave thee : 

Like one that seeks a door, I vrUk about thee : 
With thee I cannot live; I cannot live without thee. 

The world's a labVinth, whose anfractuous ways 

Are all composed of rubs and crook'd meanders : 
No resting here ; he's harried back that stays 
A thought ; and he that goes unguided, wanders: 
Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n ; * 
So hard's the way from earth ; so hard's the way to 
Heav'n. 

This gyring lab'rinth is betrench'd about 

On either hand with streams of sulph'rous fire, 
Streams closely sliding, erring in and out,. 
But seeofiing pleasant to the food descrier; 
Where, if his footsteps trust their own inven- 
tion, 
He fallfi without redre8s,and sinks without dimension. 

Where shall I seek a guide? where shall I meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces? 
What trusty Ian thorn will direct my feet 
To 'scape the danger of these dang'rous places? 
What hopes have I to pass without a guide? 
Where one gets safely through, a thousand fall 
beside. 
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An unrequested star did gently slide 

Before the wise men to a greater light ; 
Backsliding Israel found a double guide ; 
A pillar and a cloud ; by day, by night : 
Yet in my despVate dangers, which be far 
More great than theirs, I have no pillar, cloud, nor 
star. 

O that the pinions of a clipping dove 

Would cut my passage through the empty air; 
Mine eyes being seal'd, how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care I 

My backward eyes should ne*er commit that 
fault, 
Whose lasting guilt should build a monument of 
salt. 

Great Gou, that art the flowing spring of light, 

Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgent ray : 
Thou art my path ; direct my steps aright; 
I have no other light, no other way : 
r\\ trust my God, and him alone pursue i 
His law shall be my path ; his heavenly light my 
clue. 
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8, AvGvn, SeKloq. Cap. it. 

O Lord! Who art the light, the way, the troth, . 
the life ; in whom there is no darkness, error, Ta- 
nity, nor death : the light, without which there is 
darkness % the way,withoat which there is wandering; 
the troth, without which there is error; tho life, with- 
out which which there is death : say. Lord, let there 
be light, and I shall see light, and eschew darkness ; 
I shall see the way, and avoid wandering ; I shall 
see the truth, and shun error ; I shall see life, and 
escape death: illuminate, O illuminate my blind 
soul, which sitteth in darkness, and the shadow of 
death; and direct my feet in the way of peace. 



EptQ, 2. 

Pilgrim, trudge on : what makes thy soul complain, 
Crowns thy complaint ? the way to rest is pain : 
The road to resolution lies by doubt : 
The next way home's the farthest way about. 




HbU lip mg going! in tig fatka, that mgfatMrpa 

.Up not. 
Wbenb'kb Ihe old richanfe of profll rlnp ■ 

Her silTfi' ■■Inli-bell of nocertaln (uloii 

My mcrcbaiil-Hiul on itrclch both legi Rnd wlngi. 

Haw I can run, aad tak* unKcarled patau t 

Tbe cbaniH of profit ara to ilrauf > tbat 1^ 

Wbo iranlcd ligi (o fft, flod w lop (o fl]r> 
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If time-beguiling pleasure but advance 

Her lustful trump, and blow ber bold alarms, 
O how my sportful soul can frisk and dance, 
And hug that siren in ber twined arms! 

The sprightly voice of sinew-strength'ning 

pleasure 
Can lend my bedrid soal both legs and leisure. 

If blazing honour chance to fill my veins 

With flattering warmth, and flash of courtly fire, 
My soul can take a pleasure in her pains : 
My lofty strutting steps disdain to tire; 
My antic knees can turn upon the hinges 
Of compliment, and screw a thousand cringes. 

But when I come to thee, my God, that art 
The royal mine of everlasting treasure, . 
The real honour of my better part. 

And living fountain of eternal pleasure. 

How nerveless are my limbs! how faint and 

slow! 
I have no wings to fly, nor legs to go. 

So when the streams of swift-foot Rhine convey 

Her upland riches to the Belgic shore. 
The idle vessel slides the wat*ry way. 
Without the blast or tug of wind or oar : 
Her slippery keel divides the silver foam 
With ease ; so facile is the way from home ! 
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But when the bome-bound vessel tarns ber sails 
Against the breast of the resisting stream, 

O then she slugs i nor sail, nor oar prevails; 
The stream is sturdy, and her tide's extreme : 
Each stroke is loss, and evVy tug is vain : 
A boat'length's purchase is a league of pain. 

Great all in all, that art ray rest, my home ; 
My way is tedious, and my steps are slow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come | 
I am thy child, O teach thy child to go : 
Conjoin thy sweet conmiands to my desire. 
And I will venture, though I fall or tire. 



I 
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# 

& Aifovwr. Ser, xr. d^ F«r(. jipatt. 

Be always displeased at what tlion«it,if tkon de- 
sireit to attain to what tbon art not : for wbertf ttoa 
hast pleased thyself, there thoa abidest. Bat if thou 
sayest, I have enough, thou peiishest : always add, 
always walk, always proceed ; neither stand still, 
nor go back, nor deviate : he that standeth stfll pro- 
ceedeth not; he goeth back that cootinueth not; he 
devi^tetb, that revolteth; he goeth better that 
creepeth in his way than he diat mnneth oat of his 
way. 



Epia, 3. 

Fear not, my soul, to lose for want of canning ; 
"Weep not ; Heav'n is not always got by running 
Thy thoughts are swift, although thy legs be slow ; 
True love will creep, not having strength to go. 




MsJUtktraMUIkJerftarofthMt attdlamofrtta 

oftkyjudgnumlt. 
Let olben botut of luck, and go Ibcir wa;i 
Wilblbelrhlrgamet know, veageuice Beldam plajt 
To be too fbrward, bat doth wiiel]' fnune 
Her backward labln for an after-ipune > 
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She gives thee leave to venture many a blot ; 
And, for her own advantage, hits thee not : 
But when her pointed tables are made fair. 
That she be read}' for thee, then beware ; 
Then, if a necessary blot be set, 
8he hits thee; wins the game; perchance the set : 
If prosperous chances make thy casting high. 
Be wisely temp'rate^ cast a serious eye 
On after dangers^ and keep back thy game; 
Too forward seed-times make thy harvest lame. 
If left-hand fortune give thee left-hand chances, 
Be wisely patient ; let not envious glances 
Repine, to view thy gamester's heap so fair ; 
The hindmost bound oft takes. the doubling hare. 
The world's great dice are false ; sometimes they go 
Extremely high, sometimes extremely low: 
Of all her gamesters, he that plays the least 
Lives most at ease, plays most secure and best : 
The way to win is to play fair, and swear 
Thyself a servant to the crown of fear: 
Fear is the primer of a gamester's skill: 
'Who fears not bad^ stands most unarmed to ill. 
The ill that's wisely fear'd, is half withstood ; 
And fear of bad is the best foil to good. 
True fear's th' Elixir, which in days of old 
Turn'd leaden crosses into crowns of gold : 
The world's the tables; stakes, eternal life; 
The gamesters, Heav'n and I ; unequal strife ! 
My fortunes are the dice, whereby I frame 
My indisposed Jife : this life's the game; 
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My gins are several blots $ the lookers-on 
Are angels; .and in death the game is done. 
Lord, I*ni a bungler, and my game doth grow 
Still more and more unshapM { my dice run low : 
The stakes are great $ my careless blots are many : 
And yet thou passest by and hitt'st not any : 
Thou art too strong; and I have none to guide me 
With the least jog ; the lookers-on deride me : 
It is a conquest undeserving thee. 
To win a stake from such a worm as me : 
I have no more to lose $ if we persevere, 
*Tis lost : and that once lost, I'm lost for ever. 
Lord, wink at faults, and be not too severe, 
And I will play my game with greater fear; 
O give me fear, ere fear has past her date : 
Whose blot being hit, then fears, fears then too late. 
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S, Bbrn, Ser, Hv. in Cani. 

There is nothing so effectual to obtain graci^ to 
fetain grace, and to regain grace, as always to be 
found before God not over wise, but to fear: happy 
jart thou, if thy heart be replenished with three fears; 
a fear for received grace, a greater fear for lost 
l^race, a greatest fear to recover grace. 

S, August, super Psal. 

Present fear begetteth eternal security : fear God, 
which is above all, and no need to fear man at all. 



Epio, 4. 

Lord, shall we grumble when thy flames do scourge 

us? 
Our sins breathe fire ; that fire returns to purge us. 
Lord, what an alchymist art thou, whose skill 
Transmutes to perfect good from perfect ill I 



k 




2\lrH mcaif mint ti/ti /rum bBhoWng m 

How like (he tbrcBdi of flut 

That touch the Qame, are ny iDflam'd dnircfl 
How like to yielding reu, 

My Willi diiMlre* before theie wanton flrei I 
Tie Are but louch'd, the 'Dame but fek. 
Like Bax I bora I like was, I melt. 
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O how this flesh doth draw 
My fettered soul to that deceitfal fire ! 

And how the eternal law 
Ii baffled by the law of my desire ! 

How truly bad, how seeming good. 

Are all the laws of flesh and blood ! 



O wretched state of men. 
The height of whose ambition is to borrow 

What must be paid again, 
With griping interest of the next day's sorrow ! 

How wild his thoughts! how apt to range ! 

How apt to vary! apt to change I 



How intricate and nice 
Is man's perplez'd way to man's diesire ; 

Sometimes upon the ice 
He slips, and sometimes falls into the fire ; 

His progress is extreme and bold, - 

Or very hot or very cold. 



The conupon food he doth 
Sustain his soul-tormenting thoughts withal, 

Is honey in his mouth 
To-night, and in his heart, to-morroW, gall ; 

*Tis oftentimes, witlriii an hour. 

Both very sweet and very sour. 
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If sweet Gorinna smile, 
A Heav'n of joys breaks down into his heart: 

Corinna frown awhile, , 

Heirs torments are but copies of his smart s 

Within a lustful heart doth dwell 

A seeming Heaven, a very hell. 

Thus worthless, vain, and void 
Of comfort, are the fruits of earth*s employmenti 

Which, ere they be enjoy'd. 
Distract us» and destroy us in th* enjoyment ; 

These be the pleasures that are priz'd. 

When Heaven's cheap pennyworth stands despisM. 

Lord, quench these hasty flashes, 
Which dart as lightning from the thundering skiesi 

And evVy minute dashes 
Against the wanton windows of mine eyes.: 

Lord, close the casement, whilst 1 stand 

Behind the curtain of thy hand. 
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S» August* SoUloq, Cap.iv, 

O thou sun, that iiluminateth both Heaven aad 
earth ! woe be unto those eyes which do DOt behoM 
thee : woe be unto those blind eyes which cannot 
behold thee: woe be unto those which turn away 
their eyes that they will not behold thee : woe be 
unto those that turn away their eyes that they may 
behold vanity. 

S, Chrts, Svp, Mat, xix. 

What is the evil woman but the enemy of friend- 
ship, an avoidable pain, a necessary mischief, a na- 
tural temptation, a desirable calamity, a domestic 
danger, a delectable inconvenience, and the nature 
of evil, painted over with the colour of good? 



Epjg, 5. 

'Tis vain, great God, to close mine eyes from ill, 
When I resolve to keep the old man still ; 
My rambling heart must covenant first with thee. 
Or none can pass betwixt mine eye and me. 




J/Ihavt found /aoour in (Ajr tight, and if U f 

tht king, Itt my Uft it given Re at mji piHHMi, 
Tbou art (be gmt Abuueriu, whole conuBeKd 
Dsthiiretchrrompoletopolei ttwirofld'itbjlaiidi 
RebelliM* Vuhll's the campled wUI, 
Whlcb, beisc caU'd, refoK* t« fulfil 
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The fazei eky^ h tke regea'rate mmi ; 

A cafthre msM, wkfts ttea wilt plcaae to 

With Mftial Wmwi is ftoat Vadhti's 

Her IrhwiM. whose mthemded kmee did tkvait 




that Rcair4 to wad 
r-bnlt pMct (Ha«aa had dWia'd 
For hii awn nua,) iftj cvbit* highy 
If laftfal thoag^ht^oatrollMg chaititj ; 
loMltia^ HaauiB m that Aakij lart 
Whose red-hot fury, for a seaMm, aart 
Triimph in pride, and itiidj how to tread 
Oa Mordecai, till rojal Either pkad. 

Great King, thy lent for Vaihti will not come ; 

let the oil of the blea'd Tirifin*! womb 
Cleaofe my poor Esther ; look, O look apon her 
With graeioof eyet ; aod let thy beam of honour 
So fcour her captive stains that she may prove 
An holy object of thy heavenly love : 

Anoint ber with the spikenard of thy graces. 
Then try the sweet neso of her chaste embraces : 
Make ber the partner of thy nuptial bed, 
And set tby royal crown upon her bead ; 
If then ambitious Haman chance to spend 
Ills spleen on Mordecai, that scorns to bend 
The wilful stiifness of his stubborn knee, 
Or basely cronch to any lord but thee ; 

1 f weeping ^tber should prefer a groan 
Before the high tribunal of tby throne. 
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Hold forth the golden sceptre, and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : 
And let thy royal Esther be possest 
Of half thy kingdom, at her dear request: 
Curb lustful Haman, him that would disgrace, 
Nayi ravish thy fair queen before thy face : 
And as proud Haman was himself ensnared 
On that self-gibbet that himself prepared ; 
So nail my lust, both punishment, and guilt. 
On that dcfir cross that mine own lusts have built. 




220 BMBLBMS. BOOK 4 

& JvQvrr. in Ep. 

O holy Spirit, always iDspire me with Inriy works. 
CoDstraio me, tb&t I may do : counsel me, that I may 
love thee; confirm me, that I may hold thee, con- 
serve me, that I may not lose thee. 

8. AvQvvr. Sup, Joan, 

i 

The spirit'] usts where the flesh resteth : for as the 
flesh is nourished with sweet things, the spirit is re- 
freshed with soar. 

Ibidem. 

Woaldest thou that thy flesh obey thy spirit ? then 
let thy spirit obey thy God. Thoa most be governed* 
that thou mayest govern . 



£pj6. 6. 

Of mercy and justice is thy kingdom built ; 
This plagues my sin, and that removes my guilt ; 
Whene'er I sue, Ahasuerus-like, decline 
Thy sceptre ; Lord, say, half my kingdom's thine. 




Ckr. CoKE.caDiD.niydear.aDd let ui both r«tire, 
And wblff the dalntla of the hsgnuit field) 

Wbere wafiilliig PhU'inel, and the ■hrlU-monlli'd 

choir (build) 

Ctamut forth (Mr nntWM i wbcre tbe tonle 



292 JBMBLEMS. BOOK 4. 

Her lovely nest; and where the new-bom brier 
Breathes forth the sweetness that her April yields; 
Come, come, my lovdy fair, and let us try 
These mral delicates; where thoa and I 

May melt in private flames, and fear no stander-by. 

SonL My. heart's eternal joy, in lien of whom 

The earth^s a blast, and all the worid's a bobble ; 
Oor city-mansion is the fairest home. 
But country sweets are tiojfd with lesser trouble : 
Let's try them both, and choose the better ; come'; 
A change in pleasure makes the pleasure double ; 
On thy commands depends my go or tarry, 
111 stir with Martha, or I'll stay with Mary : 
Our hearts are firmly fit, altho' our pleasures vary. 

Ch, Our country-mansion (situate on high) 

With various objects, still renews delight ; 
Her arched roof's of unstain'd ivory: 

Her walls of fiery-sparlding chrysolite ; 
Her pavement is of hardest porphyry ; 

Her spacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 
And flaming carbuncles ; no need require 
Titan's faint rays, or Vulcan *s feeble fire; 
And ev'ry gate's a pearl ; and ev'ry pearl entire. 

« 

Soul Fool that I was! how were my thoughts de- 
ceiv'd ! 
How falsely was my fond conceit possest ! 
I took it for an hermitage, but pav'd 



BOOK 4. EMBLEMS. 223 

And daubM with neighb'riog dirt, and th^ch'd 
at best. 
Alas I I ne'er expected more nor crav*d 
A turtle; hop*d but for a torlle's nest : 
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle stay 
Nef^lect th' advantaf^e of the hend-strong day; 
now pleasure grates, that feels the curb of dull delay I 

Ch, Come, then, my joy; let our divided paces 

Conduct us to our fairest territory ; * 

O there we*ll twine our souh in sweet embraces; 

Soui, And in thine arms 1*11 tell my passion's story ; 
Ch. O there Til crown thy head with all my graces; 

SouL And all those graces shall reflect thy glory : 
Ch, O there IMl feed thee with celestial manna; 

ril be thy Elkanah. Soul, And I, thy Hannah. 
Ch, ril sound my trump of joy. Soul, And Fll 
resound Hosannah. 
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5. Bmmwm 



O 

tiieUfe mfwinmal thee the law Md tke 
adaire: who ever attaaaed pcrfectioa, if aat bj 
? O hkaed solitadr, the wigaziBe af celestial 
! by 
rhaaffd iato heareal j amd 

S. Baajr. ta £;p. 

Happj ii thathoaK^aad UeHed nthatcoagr^a- 
tioa, where Martha ftiU coaplaiaeth of Mary. 



fpro. 7. * 

Mechaoic foul, thoa noit not oaly do 
With Martha, hot widi Mary ponder too : 
Happy*! that house where these fair sisters vary ; 
Bat most, when Martha's recoociFd to Mary. 



Dtm 




ofthtu 



of (Ay good oi 

1 BUS, like B lump of ibe carrupled mu«, 

I lieiecure,laDglMt before 1 was: 
And like a block, beneath nhoM barthm I'rea 
Thai nndlKover'd wurm Ihat oner diet, 

I bave no will to rouie, I have no power to iuc> 
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Can stinkiog Lazarus compound or strive 
yfiih death's. entangling fetters, and revive? 
Or can the water-buried axe implore 
A hand to raise it, or itself restore, [shore. 

And from her sandy deeps approach the dry-foot 

So hard*s the task for sinfiil flesh and blood 
To lend the smallest step to what is good,V- 
My God ! I cannot move the least degree : 
Ah I if but only those that active be, [see. 

None should thy glory see, none should thy glory 

But, if the potter please t' inform the clay: 
Or some strong hand remove the block away: 

Their lowly fortunes soon are mounted higher ; 

That proves a vessel, which bel&M*e was mire ; 
And this, being hewo, may serve for better use than 
fire. 

And if that life-restoring voice command 
Dead Laz'nis forth; or that great Prophet's hand 
Should charm the sullen waters, and begin 
To beckon, or to dart a stick but in, [again. 
Dead Laz'rus must revive, and the axe must float 

Lord, as I am, I have no pow'r at all 
To^hear thy voice, or echo to thy call; 

The gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight me ; 

Thy glorious beams, not dainty sweets, invite me ; 
They neither can direct, nor these at all delight me« 
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Sec how my sin-bemangled body lies, 
Not having pow*r to will, nor will to rise! 
Shine home upon thy creatarc, and inspire 
My lifeless will with thy regenerate fire; 
The first degree to do, is only to desire. 

Give me the powV to will, the will to do ; - 
O raise 4ne up, and I will strive to go : 

Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twist, 
That have no pow'r but merely to resist : 
O lend me strength to do, and then command thy 
list. 

My sours a clock, whose wheels (for want of use 
And winding up, being subject to th' abuse 
Of eating rust,) want vigour to fulfil 
Her twelve-hour*s task, and show her Makcr*4 
skill, 
But idly sleeps unmoved, and standeth vainly still. 

Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good, 
If thou be pleas'd to cleanse it with thy blood. 
And wind it up with thy soul-moving keys. 
Her busy wheels shall serve thee all her days; 
Her hand shall point thy powV, her hammer strike 
thy praise. 



\ 
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. 5. Bern. Set, xxi. in Cant. 

Let us roo, let m ran bat in the saTonr of thy 
ointment, not in the confidence of our merits, not in 
the greatnesfl of oar stren^h : we tmst to ran, bat 
in the maltitude of thy mercies, for thoogh we ran 
and are willing, it is not in him that willeth, nor in 
him that runneth, "bat in- God that shewetif niercy. 
O let thy mercy retam,and we will ran: thou, like 
a giant, ronnest by thine own power $ we, unless thy 
ointment breathe upon us, cannot run. 



Efjo. 8. 

Look not, my watch, being once repaired, to stand 

EipecCing motion from thy Maker*s hand. 

He's wound thee up, and cleans'd thy clogs w\i)\ 

blood : 
If now thy wheels stand still, thou art not good. 




CANTICLBl VIII. 1. 
titat Iheu mmrl a) mg irethtr, that lucktd Ihfbnatti 
o/mji muMer .' sArn / iAduU find thtt wUhant, I 
tnmld ktiM thee. 

■OHE, come, my blmed Infanl, nnd Immure Ihf e 
Wllhln the lemple of m; !Bcr(!d anni | 
«iire mine armi, taine armi shall then frcure Ibce 
From Herod 'i (017, or the high prinl'i harma- 
Or ir Iby danpr'd life lualaiii a Iom, 
My Mdrd armi >hall Inra thy dylDf croM. 
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B^ ah! what KKwagt tjnat caa behiH 

The heaatj of sa fwcct a f 
And aoc hiHcIf he bj hiaMlf 

Aad chaage hb fafy to a 
Oae Mile of thiae if 



were aijniii ia thenars 9i Oe>ar 




O had the tetfaich, as he kaew thy hirth. 

So kaowB thy itodk^he had aot thoaght to paddle 
la thy dear Mood ; hat pvoitrate oa the earth. 
Had vefl'd hb cnma hefore thy lajal cradle, 
Aad laid the leeptic of hb S^aiy dowa, 
Aad hegg'd a hear'aly, for aa cwfhiy crowa. 

lUoitrioai babe! how m thy haadwaid gmcTd 
With a rich analal! how dart thottdcdiae 
Thy majesty, that wcrt to late eaAfac*d 

Id thy great Father's arms, and dow io mine ! 
How bmnbly gracious ait tboo to refresh 
Me with thy Spirit, and asRune my flesh ! 

But must the treason of a traitor's hail 

Abate the sweetness of these raby lips ? 
8!iall marble-hearted cruelty assail 
lliese alabaster sides with knotted whips ? 
And most these smUing roses eiKertain 
The blows of scorn, and flirts of bate dis- 
dain? 
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Ah ! must these dainty little springs, that twine 

So fast about my neck, be pierc*d and torn 
With ragged nails ? and must these brows resign 
Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ? 
Ah ! must the blessed infont taste the pain 
Ofdeath*8ii\}uriou8 pangs { nay, worse, be slain? 

Sweet babe I at what dear rates do wretched I 

Commit a sin I Lord, ev*ry sin*s a dart ; 
And ev*ry trespass lets a javMin fly; 
And evVy jav*lin wounds thy bleeding heart: 
• Pardon, sweet babe, what I have done amiss; 
And seal that granted pardon with a kiss. 
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S. BoNAVEHT, SoUloq, C€p» i. 
O sweet Jesu, 1 knew not that thy kiases were feo 
sweet, nor thy society so delectable, nor thy aftrac- 
tion so virtuous : for when I love thee, I am clean ; 
when I touch thee, I am chaste; when I receive 
thee, T am a vii^in : O most sweet Jesu, thy entr 
braces defile not, but cleanse; thy attractioo poi- 
luteth not, but sanctifieth : O, Jesu, the fountain of 
universal sweetness, pardon me. that I bdieved sq 
late, that 60 much sweetness is in thy embrecesv 



Epia. 9. 

My burden's greatest ; let not Atlas boast ; 
Impartial reader, jud|:e which bears the most: 
He bears but Heaven, my folded arms sustain 
Heav'n's Maker, whom Heaven's Heav*a cannot 
contain. 





Bg Bight on mi/ bed I iMghl him lehem mg leul 
lootlh I I aeaghl him, but I/aund Aim not. 
J HK )«rned Cynic hnvlng losl the way 
Toboneit men,dld,itilhe height of daj', 
By laprr-lif(bl, divide hia slrgis ahoul 
The peopled ilrerti, to find this dainty out i 
Bill fail'd : -th* Cynic Mucli'd doI where he auj-hl g 
Tbe thing, he nagki for wu not i^llere be aoufht. 
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The wise Mea'f task wttm^A karder to be dose ; 
Tie wife watn did by star-light wtA the Sm, 
And foBod : the wise Mea seaich*d it where they 



The tbinf^ they h0p*d to iad was where they sooght. 
Oae seeks his wishes where he shoidd ; bat then 
Perehaace he seeks aoc as he shoald, aor when. 
Another searches when he should ; bat these 
He Csils; not seeking as he sboidd, nor where/ 
Whose soal desires the good it wants, and would 
Obtain, mast seek where, as, and when he should. 
How often have my wild affections led 
My wasted soul to this my widow'd bed. 
To seek my lover, whom my soul- desires ! 
(I speak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires: 
Tby fires are all bat dying sparks to nd»^S 
My flame» are full of Heav'n, and all divine.) 
How often have I sought this bed by B|gbt» 
To find that greater by this lesser lightl 
How oft have my nnwitness'd groans laaiented 
Thy dearest absence I ah I how often voited 
The bitter tempests of despairing breath, 
And tossed my soul upon the waves of death ! 
How often has my melting heart made choice 
Of silent tears (tears loader than & voice) 
To plead my grief, and woe thy absent ear ! 
And yet thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear. 
O, is thy wonted love become so cold ? 
Or do mine eyes not seek thee where they should ? 
Why do I seek thee, if thou art not here? 
Or find thee not, if thou art everywhere? 
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I see my error ; *tis not strange I could not 
Find out my love; I sought him where I should not. 
Thou art oot found on downy beds of ease; 
Alas 1 thy music strikes on harder keys : 
Nor art thou found by that false feeble light 
Of nature's candle ; our Egyptian night 
Is more than common darkness ; nor can we 
Expect a morning but what breaks from thee* 
Well may my empty bed bewail thy loss, 
When (hou art lodg'd upon thy shameful cross: 
If thou refuse to share a bed with me. 
We'll never part, I'll share a cross with thee« 



^36 EMBLEMS. BOOK 4. 

ANSBLM.in Protolog.l, 

Lord, if thoa art not present, where shall I seek 
thee absent? if everywhere, why do I not see thee 
present? thou dwellest in light inaccessible; Imd 
where is that inaccessible light? or how shall Ihaire 
access to light inaccessible ? I beseech thee, Loro^ 
teach me to seek thee, and show thyself to- the 
seeker ; because I can neither seek thee, unless thou 
teach me ; nor find thee, unless thou show thyself 
to me : let me seek thee in desiring thee, and desire 
thee in seeking thee : let me find thee in loving^ 
thee, and love thee in finding thee. 



Epio, 10. 

Where should thou seek for rest, but in thy bed? 
But now thy rest is gone, thy rest is fled : 
Tis vain to seek him there: my soul, be wise; 
Go ask thy sins, they'll tell thee where he lies. 




vl HOW my dliappoinlrd laul's prrplex'd! 

lIowraltmlhouglilGiiriirRiin my troubled brrssl! 
liiiir lalnly pleu'd nllh hapn, tbea crovly tciI 

With feon 1 and how betwixt Ihem both diatrcil I 
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What place b left aoransackM ? Ohi where next 
Shall I go seek the author of my rest ? 

Of what blessed angel shall my lips inqaire 
The aodiscoircr*d waj to thaA entire 

And everlasting solace of nj heart's desire? 

Look how thestricfcen hairt,that woooded flies 

0*er htUs tfnd dal9» and seeks the lower grounds 
For ranning streaaH, the whilst his weepiaig eyes 

Beg silent merey from the foirwing hooadt; 
At length, eathoft, he droops, drops doiwa, and 
lies 
Beneath (he harden of his bleeding wwmiBi 
B*en so my gasping soal, diarohr'd In taars. 
Doth search fsr thee, my Goo, whote damfen*d 
ears 
Leave me the nnransom'd prisoner to ngr panic 
fears. 

Where have my busy eyes not pry'd ? O where. 
Of whbm hath not my threadbare tonglie de- 
manded ? 
I searched this glorioos city | he's not here : 

I sought the country ; she stands empty-handed ; 
I searcbM the court $ he is a stranger there : 

lask'd the land; he*sship*d: the sea; he's landed: 
I climb'd the air, my thoughts begaii t' aspire ; 
But ah ! the wings of my too-bold desire, 
Soaring too near the sun, were singM with sacred 
fire. 
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I mov'd the merchant's ear, alas ! but he 

Knew neither what I said, nor wliat to say t 
I ask'd the lawyer, he demands a fee, 

And then demurs me with a vain delay :^ 
1 askM the schoolman, his advice was free. 
But 8Cor*d me out too intricate a way : 

I ask'd the watchman, (best of all the four) 
Whose gentle answer could resolve no more, 
But that he lately left him at the temple door. 

Thus having sought, and made my great inquest 

In evVy place, and search'd in ev'ry ear : 
I threw me on my bed ; but ah ! my rest 

Was poisonM with th* extremes of grief and fear ; 
Where looking down into my troubled breast, 
The magazine of wounds, I found him there : 
Let others hunt, and show their sportful art; 
I wish to catch the hare before she starts 
As poachers use to do ; beavVs form 's a troubled 
heart. 



2W 



S, j/mmmmL IM.tSLdt Fwrg. 

CknA'm mmi'm the wKaikel^mmmlSbi 
Ckr^ '» peacr, m thr ■nrkef are Hiifcs: 
jflrtkr, ;■ thr aaitct if i 
boarrr, is the aarkct it 
Mi the wuufket » ^htmdrrz CIratifCufh, 
fcct if fnuHl. Let » BoC theretee 
wkere we cajMot fad ChriiC. 



J9. HiEMOM, Ser. ix. Ejp. zxii. WL gkwfari. 

JefMi b jealous: be will aot haie tkj £Ke 
let faolifb Tirgim nuaMc abnia^ieck tkaa tiij lave 
at. 



Efig. 11. 

What, loft Cby love ? will neither bed nor board 
Receive hiro ? not by (ears to be implored ? 
It if the fhip that moves, and not the coast ; 
1 fear, I fear, my soul, 'tis thoa art lost. 





CANTI<n.ES III. 3, 4. 

//oca jwa MM tiin vAma la.y »iil lovelk f tfAen I 

hai pan a KIIU from Hem, Iktit I fulmi Un t / 

totk HoUon Mim, atd h/t Mm mat. 
Wbii wcret comeri what uawonicd way 

Hu 'Kap'd Ibe raoMCk of m; rambDoc thoDgtK! 
The fox b]> nlgbt, nor the dull onl by daj, 

Hav« never Kmrch'd tboM phc« I have Mugkl. 
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Whilst thy lamented absence, taught my breast 
The ready road to grief, without request ; 
My day had neither comfort, nor my night had 
rest. 

How hath my unregarded language vented 

The sad tautologies of lavish passion I 
How often have I languished iinlamented I 

How oft have 1 complained, without compassion ! 
T askM the city-watch, but some deny'd me 
The common street, whilst others would mis- 
guide me^ 
8ome iffTOuld debar me; some divert me| some de« 
rid 6 mc. 

Mark how the widowM turtle, having lost 
The faithful partner of her royal. heart. 
Stretches her feeble wings from coast to cpast, 
Hunts evVy path ; thinks evVy shade, doth part 
Her absent love and her ; at length, unsped. 
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed, 
A.nd there bewails her everlasting widow-head. 

So when my soul had progressed ev'ry place. 

That love and dear affection could contrive, 
I threw me on my couch, resolv'd V embrace 
A death for him In whom I ceasM to live: 
But there injurious Hymen did present 
His landscape joys ^ my pickled eyes did yent 
Pi|ll streams of briny tears, tears nev^rto be spent 
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Whilst thus my sorrow-wasting soul was feeding 

Upon the radical humour of her thought, 
£*en whilst mine eyes were blind, and heart was 
bleeding, 
He that was sought unfound, was found unsought : 
And if the sun should dart his orb of light 
Into the secrets of the black-browM night : 
£*en so appeared my love, my iouKs delight. 

O how mine eyes, now ravish*d at the sight 

Of my bright sun, shot flames of equal fire I 
Ah ! how my soul dissolved with o'er delight* 
To re-enjoy the crown of chaste desire! 
-How sovereign joy deposed and dispossest 
Rebellious grief! and how my ravi8h*d breast ! 
But who can express thuse heights that cannot be 
exprest ? 

O how these arms, these greedy arms did twine 

And strongly twist about his yielding waist! 
The tappy branches of the Thespian vine 
Ne*er cling their less beloved elm so fast; 
Boast not thy flames, blind boy, thy feathered 

shot; 
Let Hymen*s easy snarls be quite forgot: 
Time cannot quench our fires, nor death dissolve 
oar knot. 
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Obi 6. Horn, x. in Dhen, ' 

O most holy LoRiy, and sweetest master, how good 
art thou to those that are of upright heart, and 
homble spirit ! O how blessed are they that seek 
thee with a simple heart ! how happy that trust in 
thee I it is a most certain troth, that thou lovest all 
that love thee, and nerer forsakest those that trust 
in thee: for, behold, thy love simply sought thee, 
and undoubtedly found thee : she trusted in thee, 
and is not forsaken of thee, but hath obtained more 
by thee, than she expected from thee. 

Bbda in Cap. iii. CanL 

The longer I was in finding whom I sought, the 
more earnestly I beheld him being found. 



Epig, 12. 

What ? found him out? let strong embraces bind him ; 
He'll fly, perchance, where tears can never find him : 
New sins will lose what old repentance gains. 
Wisdom not only gets, but got, retains. 



I 




nil goad ft 



/Aon put 



.. ,, t Iht Lard God. 

Wberb ia that good, which wise men please to call 

The chielVBl } dolh there any inch befal 
'WilMn man'ii reach? or li there nich a good at all? 

If luch Ibere be, it neither mnit expire, pilgh'ri 

Nor chaage g than which ihere can be nothlnc 

Such good mint be the niter point of man'a dedre. 
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It is the mark to whidi all hearts must teod ; 
Can be desired for no other end. 
Than for Itself, on which all other ^oods depend. 

Wbat«ay this ezHeoee be ? doth it saMst 
A real essence clonded in the mist 
Of curious art, or clear to ev^r^ eye that list? 

Or is*t a tart idea, to procure 
An edge, aad keep the practic soul in ure, 
Like tthat dear chjmic dust, or puizling^ quad- 
rature? 

Where sliall I seek this good ? where shall I find 

Thte cath*lic pleasure, whose extremes may blind 

My thou|;ht8? and fill the gulf of my insatiate mind? 

Lies it in treasure? in full heaps untold ? 
Doth gouty Mammon's griping hand infold 
This secret saint in sacred shrines of sov*re%n gold ? 

No, no, she lies not there ; wealth often soars 
In keeping ; makes us hers, in seeming ours ; 
She slides from Heav'n indeed, but -not in Dan8B*i 
showers. 

Lives she in honour? No. The royal crow-n 
Builds up a creature, and then batters down : 
Kings raise thee with a smile, and raze thee with a 
frown* 
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III pleasure? No. Pleasare begins in rage; 
Acts the fooFs part on earth^s uncertain stage ; 
Begins tbe play \n youth, and epilogues in age. 

These, these are bastard goods; the best of these 
Torment the soul with pleasing it ; and please, 
Like waters gulp*d in fevers, with deceitful ease. 

Earth's flattVing dainties are but sweet distresses* 
Molehills perfurm the mountains she professes, 
Alas ! can earth confer more good than earth pos- 
sesses ? 

Mount, mount, my soul, and let my thoughts 

cashier 
Earth*s vain delights, and make thy full career 
At Heav'n's eternal joys; stop, stop, thy courser 

there. 

There shall thy soul possess uncareful treasure : 
There shalt thou swim in never-fading pleasare, . 
And blaze in honour far above the frowns of Caesar* 

Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall 
On thee, the chiefest good, no need to call 
For earth*8 Inferior trash ; thou, thou art all in all. 
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5. AvGVsT. Sottloq, Cap, ziii, 

I follow this thing, I pursue that, but I am filled 
with nothing. Bat when I found thee, who art that 
immutable, undivided, and only good in thyself, 
what I obtained, I wanted not; for what I obtained 
notj I grieved not ; with what I was possessed, my 
whole desire was satisfied. 

S, Bern. Ser. iz. Sup. Beaii qui hahent, 8cc, 

Let others pretend merit; let him brag of the 
burdens of the day ; let him boast of his sabbath- 
fasts, and let him glory in that he is not as other 
ment but for me, it is good to cleave unto the 
Lord, and to put my trust in my Lord God* 



EriG, 13. 

Let Boreas' blasts, and Neptune's waves be join'd. 
Thy JSolus commands the waves, the wind : 
Fear not the rocks, or world's imperious waves; * 
Thou climb'st a Rock, my soul, a Rock that saves. 




I tat dtHon inubr hh ihadint mlh great ieUghl, and 

hit fruit nu UHet te tag lattt, 
JLooK bow the abeepiWhqu rambling alcps do alray 

From (he wfs blcalng of hrr rbepherd't eyci, 
EftMoa beeoinei the nsprolecled pra; 

To (he wlag'd iqiiadnMi of belrag'ring flicii 
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Where,8weUer'd with the scorching beams of dayi 
She frisks from bush to brake, and wildly flies 
away 
From her own self, e'en of herself afraid; 
She shrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade, 
And craves the mercy of the soft removing shade. 

** 
K>n so my wandVing soul, that hath digressM 
From her great Shepherd, is the hourly prey 
or all my sins; these vultures in my breast 

Gripe my Promethean heart; both night and 

day . 
I hunt from place to place, but find no rest; 
I know not where to go, nor where to stay : 
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade 
My swelt'ring soul: my soul hath oft assay'd. 
Yet she can find no shroud, yet can she- feel no 
shade ? 

' ♦ 

I sought the shades of mirth, to wear away .- 

My soui-pacM hours of soul-consuming grief ; 
I searched the shades of sleep,' to ease my day 
Of griping sorrows with a night's reprieve. 
1 sought the shades of death ; thought there V allay 
My final torments with'a full relief: 

But mirth, nor sleep, nor death, can hide my 

hours 
In the false shades of their deceitful bowers ; 
The first distracts, the next disturbs, the last de<^ 
vours. 
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Where shall I turn? lo whom shall I apply mei 
Are there no streams where a faint soul may 
wade ? 
Thy. Godhead, Jesus, are the flames that fry me; 

Hath thy all'^lorious Deity ne'er a shade, 
Where I may sit and vengeance never eye me ; 
Where I might sit refreshM or unafraid? 
Is there no comfort? is there no refection? 
Is there no cover that will give protection 
T' a fatnting soul, the subject of thy wrath's reflec- 
tion ? 

Look up, my soul, advance the lowly stature 

Of thy sad thoughts; advance thy humble eye: 
See, here's a shadow fovind : the human nature 

Is made th' umbrella to the Deity, 
To catch the sun-beams of thy just Creator : 
Beneath this covert thou may'st safely lie; 
Permit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree, 
As quick Zacchaeus did, and thou shalt see 
A cloud of dying flesh betwixt those beams and 
thee. 



^ 
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QuiL, in Cap. \u Cant* 

IVbo can endure the fierce rays of the Sun of 
justice ? who shall not be consumed by his beams ; 
therefore the Son of justice took flesh, that, through 
the conjunction of that Sun and this human body, a 
shadow may be made. 

S. AvGvsT* Med. Cap, xxziv. 

Lord, let my soul flee from the scorching thoughts 
of the world, under the covert of thy wings, that, 
being refreshed by the moderation of thy shadow, 
she may sing merrily. In peace will I lay me down 
and rest. 



JSp/g. 14. 

Ah I treacherous soul, would not thy pleasnret give 
That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live! 
See what thy sins have done: thy sins have made 
The Sun of Glory now become thy shade. 




HomtkaUwa ring the Lord' m long in ■ ilrangt land f 
Uksb bm no more: tMa air; mirth belongs 
To better limei : thue timei are nol for rongi. 
Tbe iprichtly tnsn( or tbe melodioua Inte 
Agreea boI with m; Toice : and both amnU 
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MyuntuD*d fortunes: the affected measure 

Of strains that are constrained, afford no pleasure. 

Music's the child of mirth ! where griefs assail 

The troubled soul, both voice and fingers fail : 

hei such- as revel out their lavish days 

In honourable riot ; that can raise 

Dejected hearts, and conjure up a spirit 

Of madness bv the magic of delight; 

Let those of Cupid's hospital, that lie 

Impatient patients to a smiling eye. 

That cannot rest, until vain hope beguile 

Their flatter'd torment with a wanton smile : 

Let such redeem their peace, and salve the wrongs 

Of freward fortune with their frolic sojngs : 

My grief, my grief's too great for smiling eyes 

To cure, or counter-charms to exorcise. 

The raven's dismal croaks, the midnight howls 

Of dmpty wolves, mix'd with, the screech of ov^ls. 

The nine sad knells of a sad passing bell-' 

With the loud language of a nightly knell. 

And horrid outcries of revenged crimes, 

JoinM in a medley's music for these timn ; 

These are no times to touch the merry string 

Of Orpheus; no, these are no tim^ to sing. 

Can hide-bound pris'ner9,that have spent their souls. 

And famish'd bodies in the noisome holes 

Of helj-black dungeons, apt their rougher throats. 

Grown hoarse with begging alms, to iivarble not^ ? 

Can the sad pilgrim, that hath lost |iis way 

In the vast desert; there condemn'd a prey 



I 
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To the wild subject, or his savage l(ing, 

Rouse up his palsy-smitten spirits, and sing ? 

Can T, a pilgrim, and a pris'ner too, 

Alas I where I am neither known, nor know 

Aught but my torments, an unransom'd stranger 

In this strange climate, in a land of danger? 

O, can. my voice be pleasant, or my hand, 

Thus made a prisoner to a foreign land? 

How can my music relish in your ears. 

That cannot speak for sobs, nor sing for tears? 

Ah ! if my voice could, Orpheus-like, unspel 

My poor Eurydice, my soul, from hell 

Of earth *s misconstrued Heav'n, O then my breast 

Should warble airs, whose rhapsodies should feast 

The ears of seraphims* and entertain 

Heav'n*s highest Deity with their lofty strain : 

A strain well drench'd in the true Thespian well. 

Till then, earth's semiquaver, mirth, farewell. . 
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8, AMiQVwr. Med, G9. 

O iofaitelj tappj are fkoae kesicBlj Tirteo, 
wUdi are able to praise thee ia bolincs and pvity 
with exceiHTe fwcetaee^aDd anatteraUe exalta- 
tioo ! firom tlience they praise thee, firom whence 
thej rejoice, brcanse they coatinaally see for what 
they rejoice, for what they praise thee: bvC we, 
prosed down with this burden of flesh, bi removed 
from thy conntenance in this pilgrinageyand Mown 
■p with worldly vanities, cannot worthily praise 
thee : we praise thee by faith, not fiice to fi^e; bat 
those ani^lical q»iriCs praise thee face to Htx^BJoA 
not by faith. 



ErtG. 15. 

• 

Did I refose to sing^? Said I, these times 
Were not for songs: nor music for these climes; 
It was my error : are not groans and tears 
Harmonious raptures in th* Almighty's ears? 



BOOK THE FIFTH. 
1. 



GAHTICLM V. B. 

jatarga you, O dmgMtrt uf Jtnaalm, if gaujlnd 
mg itbntd, thai j/cu litt him that I am ildctf 
Int. 

X B holy vtrg<D), that bo oft niiTotind 
.TbccUy'inippbire walUj wboK inowy f«c( 

Meuare Ihe pearly pMtu of ucrcd grouDd, 
Aad (race the new Jenualem'sjtuiper Mtttf 



i 



9. 

AMI jmm wkoMcare-fonakeB hearti aie trmmm^d 
With JOB- best wakes; thai eajoj the sweet 
Of all joar hopes ; if e*cr joa ck»Ke to spy 
If J abscBt lore, O tdl htetBa I lie 
I>eep woandcd with thejian Omi. fimMc'd tnm 
hise^e. 



I chai^ge yoa, Tirpns, as yoa hope to 
The hear'nl J bmhc of yoar Lorcf^ 
I charge joo, by the solemn faith joa 
To piloted TOWS, and to that k^al 
Of yonr afe^oos, or, if aoght oMwe dear 
Toa hold ; by Hynea, by yoar Harrii^ joys; 
I ckargt jmk tell lam, tint a flamiof d«rt. 
Shot from his eye, hath pierc'd my bieediog 



And I am sick of love, and lanfaish ia nqr ipuut. 

Tdl him, O tell him, how my paotln|s bueaat 
U .sGorch'd with flames, aod hoir my sool is 
pio'd ; 
Tell him, O tell him, how I lie opprest 

With the foil torments of a troubled mind ; 
O tell him, tell him, that he loves in jest, 
JBut I in earnest; tell him he*8 unkind : 
Bat if a discontented frown appears 
Upon his angry brow, accost his ears 
With soft and fewer words, and act the rest io 
tears. 
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O (ell him, that hii cnieltkei deprive 

My soul of peace, while peace in vain ihe leeligi 
Tell him thtee damatlL rotes that did itrive 
With white, both fade upon my sallow choetcs; 
Tell him, no token doth proclaim I live. 

But tears, and sighs, and soIm, and sudden shrielui 
Thus if your piercing words should chance to 

bore 
His heark'ning ear, and move a sigh, give o*er 
To speak I and tell him, tell him that I could no 
more. 

If your elegious breath should hap to rouse 
A happy tear, close harb*ring in his eye. 
Then urge his plighted foith, the sacred vow9, 

Which neither I can break, nor he deny s 
Bewail the torment of his loyal spouse, 
Tliat for his sake would make a sport to die : 
O blessed virgins, how my passion tires 
Beneath the burden of her fond desires! 
Ueav*n never shot such flames, earth never felt f ucb 
flrest 



A Az^zn. Mad, dmp. xL 
l0j? vhat*iflI4»i 

il w^mm^aSilmki wh* wU trO 
Ia*iick»f fcMe? 



ae: I love, ■«»rlf, sot with aj mmm Wve, bat 
wilb the love of mj bdovcd tktt lordh mttz i 
love oot M^telf is Bi^ielf, b«t ajfeif is hi■^ aad 
hjBifl 



£f/c. I. 

G^e^e oatf mj foal, nor let thy love wax fiuat : 
Wtep*tt tbott to lose the cause of thy coMplaint? 
Hell come; love oe*er was bound to times nor laws 
Till then thy tears complain without a 




CAHTICLSl II. 5. 
Stag Bit mUhJlimiiTi, and comfurt me arftA tppU$,J 

I 0171 lick of lave, 
V TTKAKT lore 1 how iaih thy gai'tetgn pow'r 

SnbiJKt poor loula to ttiy imperiaoi Ihrall I 
They ta]p,thy cDp'« cDinpoa'd of iwett and loari 

liny uy thy diefi honey mix'd wild gmll i 
HoiT comet il (hen lo pan Ukm Ilpi of ovn 
SiHI Inde In hlttert bMe no aweel ■( all F . 



O tjraat love! AaD •« perpdMl tofl 
Vc^er fad a tabbmA to refiroh swhOe 
Oar dfiM^ag fOTdf? art ^€mwBfnwmt,wmi 



Ye bleaed maidi of hooov, that fitqawi 

The rojal ooorts of o«r reaowaM JdavfC^ ' 
With Howen rettore mj fpiriti laiat aai tpeat ; 
O fetck aie applet firoai love's firaitfU grove. 
To cool ny palate, aod renew mj fceat. 
For I an iick, for I am sick of love : 
These will revive mj drv, mj waited papers. 
And tbey will sweeten my aaisvVy iMafm^. 
Refresh ne tbea with frait, and camtort Mwith 
flowers* 



O brini^ me apples to a«iiage that fire. 

Which, iGtna-like, Inflames my flaminf; breast; 
Nor is It every apple I desire. 

Nor that which pleases ev'ry palate best : 
*Tis not the lasting denzan I require : 
Nor yet the red-cheekM queening I request 
Nor that which first beshrew'd the name o 

wife, 
Nor that whose beauty caosM the golde 
strife; 
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life, 
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Virgfins, tock up your silkeD laps, and fill ye 
With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine) 
The parple violet, and the pale-fuc'd lily : 

The pansy and the organ columbine \ 
The flowering thyme, the gilt bowl daffodilly | 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine t 
The blushing rose, the queen of flowen, and 

best 
Of Florals beauty ; but above the rest, 
Let Jesse's sovVeign flow'r perfume my qualming 
. breast. 

Haste, virgins, haste, for I lie weak and faint 

Beneath the pangs of love ; why stand ye mute« 
As if your silence neither cared to grant, 

Nor yet your language to deny my suit ? 
No key can lock the door of my complaint. 
Until I smell this flowV, or taste that fruit. 
Go, virgins, seek this tree, and search that 

bower; 
O, liow my soul shall bless that happy hour; 
That brings to me such fruit, that brings me such a 
flower] 
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GitTEM. im Cmp, u. CmmL 

O ^K^VVJ scki»n«, where the iafinHty ' m mmk to 
death, bat' to Ufe, that God waaj he glMific^ hv it ! 
O happj ferer, that pracecdcth aot fwmm m caa* 
wmnaof;^ bat a calcioiag fire! O happj d iitMp e i , 
wherem the sool relisheth no earthi j thia^B, bat mI j 
wra aret h dirioe noiii i li^ii lit ! 

S, Bemm. Serm, IL ta Gntf- 

Bj flowers, aoderstand faith; by firait, goad 
works. As the flower or blossora is before the 
frait, so is faith before good works: so aeither is 
the fruit without the flower, nor good works if ithr 
oot faith. 



Epmg, 2. 

^hy apples, O my sool ! can (hey remove 
The p^ins of grief, or ease the flames of lore ? 
It was that frnit which gare the first offeoce ; 
That sent him hither; (hat removed him bea^. 





MifielBoediiniint,aad I an hUt htfnMlkamBng 

B'ek like Iwo liiile bank-dividing brook), 
That TTBjb [he prbbln Hitb their wanlon alrcMUi 

And bming raDg'd and icarcfa'd ■ tbouwtid OMiki, 

Hnl both at lengtb in ■iWer-breattnl Hiann, 

Wkere in a grentet eacrent tbcy co^jola : 

Bd !■; bc>lbcl4Ted'>am) m be iimlae. 




£*eBM we act; 

E*eB m we j«fli'4, 
K» aeedl for eiAer to 

Fer I wan iax, aad he 
Our ftrai uited toab 
8olMjbcstbeleTe4*faa; lelieii 

If all tkofe |;litt*rii^ MomrcH Itet cMiiHiid 
TIk fenrile qwutcn of fkif earthly baiHy . 

ttovld leader ia ezdnafe Ifceir ihares af laarf, 
I woald not chan|;e My fartaaet tow tibtm ^ : 
Tbcir wealth b bat a caaater ta aiy eai^;; 

The world*! bat thein; bat aqr bdaved't 



Nay, aiore ; if the fair Theipiaa ladies all 

Shoald heap together their diriaer treaaare^ 
That treaaare ihoald be deemed a price too tiaall 
To buy a minute's lease of belf my pleaMre; 
Tif not the sacred wealth of all the nine 
Can buy my heart from him, or bis from beln; 
mine. 

Nor lime, nor place, nor chance, nor death can 
bow 
My least desires onto the least remove ; 
He*s firmly mine by oath ; I Ills by tow ; 
ile*i mine by faith; and I am liis by love ; 
He's mine by water ; I am liis by wine; 
Thus 1 my best beloved's am ; tbas he is mine. 
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lie b my altar ; I his holy place $ 
I am hb guest i and he my liTing food ; 

I*m his by penitence $ he mine by grace i 
I'm his by purchase} h€ if mine by blood i 
He*8 my supporting helm : and I his vine t 

Thus I my best beloved's am ; thus he is mine. 

He gives me wealth, I give him all my vows : 

I give him songs; he gives me length of days t 
With wreaths of grace he crowns my con<iuerlBg 
brows: 
And I his temples with a crown of praise^ 
Which he accepts ; an everlasting sign, 
That I my best beloved's am ; that he is mine. 
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S. AvovtT, Manu, Cap* zzir. 

O my soal, stamped with the image of thy God, 
love him of whom thou art so much beloved : bend 
to him that bow'eth to thee, seek him that seeketh 
thee : Jove the lover, by whose love thou art pre- 
vented, begin the cause of thy love: be careful 
with tliose that are careful, want with those' that 
waqt; be clean with the clean, and boly with the 
holy: choose this friend above all friends, who, 
when all are taken away, remaineth only faithful 
to thee: in the day of thy burial, 'when all leave 
thee, he will not deceive thee, but defend thee 
from the roaring lions prepared for tbeirvprey* 



Epw, S. 

Sing, Hymen, to my soul : what, lost and found? 
Welcomed, espoused, enjoyM so soon and crown'd! 
He did but climb the cross, and then came down 
To the gates of hell ; triumphed, and fetched a crown, 





LiKB to (he arctic needle, th&l dolh pilde 
The muid'ring ihade by hli mBfnetlc pow'r. 

And levo hb iHkeo pionioD to decide 
Ilw quealioD of the controvErted hour, 
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First frantics up and down from side to side. 
And restless beats his crystal*d iv'ry case, 
With vain impatience jets from place to pk 

And seeks the bosom of his frozen bride ; 

At length he slacks his motion, and doth ret 

His trembling point at his bright poIe*s belo 
breast. 

EVn so my soul, being harried here and there. 
By ev'ry object that presents delight. 

Fain would be settled, but she knows not wheri 
She likes at morning what she loaths lU night 

She bows to hononr ; then she lends an ear 
To that sweet s wan-like voice of dy ii^ pleast 
Then tumbles in the scattered heaps of treasi 

Now flatter'd with false hope ; now fbiPd with ft 
Thus finding all the world's deli|^ to b^ 

But empty toys, good God, she points aloi^ to ti 



But huth the virtued steel a power to mtn^} 
Or can the untouch'd needle point jurigiil? 
Or can my wand'ring thoughts forbear io rove, 

Unguided by the virtue of thy sp'rit? 
O hath my leaden soul the art V improve 
Her wasted talent, and, unraisM, aspire 
In this sad moulting time of her desire? 
Not first belov'd, have 1 the power to love } 

I c^not stir, but as thou please to move m< 
Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou 1 
me. 
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The still commaDdress of the silent night 
Borrows her beams from her bright brother's 
eyes 
Jlis fair aspec( fills her sharp horns with light, 

If he withdraw, her flames are queochM and die: 
E'en so the beams of thy enlightening sp'rit, 
Infus'd and shot into my dark desire, 
Inflame my thonghts, and fill my soal with fire, 
That I am ravish'd with a new delight; 

But if thou shroud thy face, my glorv fades. 
And I remain a nothing, all composed of shades. 

Eternal God ! O thou that only art 

The sacred fountain of eternal light, 
And blessed loadstone of my better part, 

O thou, my heart's desire, my soul's delight I 
Reflect upon my soul, and touch my heart. 

And then my heart shall prize no good above 

thee; 
And then my soul shall know theej knowing, 
love thee ; 
And then my trembling thoughts shall never start 
From thy commands, or swerve the least de- 
gree, 
Or once presume to move, but as they move in thee. 
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5. AvavwT, Med. Cap. z« 

If Baa can love man with so entire afisction, that 
the one can scarce brook the other V absence; if a 
bride can be joined to her bridegroom with no great 
an ardency of mind, that for the extremity of love 
she can enjoy no rest, nor safer his absence with- 
oat great anxiety, with what affection, with what 
fenrency ooght the sonl, wiiom thon hast espoused 
by fiuth and com'passion, to love Aee, her true Goo, 
and glorious bridegroom ? 



EFte. 4. 

My soul, thy love is dear: 'twas thought a good 
And easy penoVortb of thy Saviour's blood : 
But be not proud; all matters rightly ecann'd, 
'Twas over-bought: 'twas sold at second-hand. 



^ 




Ml/ leul nulttd tehiht nji brlovtd ipakt, 
JjoKii, hns the trehle Tolee af fleah and blood 
Thp pnw'r to nark rhine ran Into a flood 
Oroiellr4 mrrryF orlhr.alrenKth I' ODlqcfc 
The giktrt of Heav'n, and to dissolve a rock 
or marble clnudi into a mnrniog show'r? 
Or ha(b the breath of whining dual Ibe powV 



fil4 

T« itop sr aauk a MfiiB^ 

Tnm Iky icfce hand, ami anke iky 

Frwi rcMlatecoBf 

Of Tiab, pMrfbO blnnap m wmrl 

Or ihaU the waM of faaish^ ravos cry, 

Aad tmtne thy m>tt^ to a qaick f^ply ? 

Or dbaP tJie sikiit nits of droopiag flow'rs 

Woo thee for drops aod be refiroh'd with d»w*n} 

Alat ! what manrel theo, great God, what 

If thy hell-ro«Mag voice, that splits ia 

The brazen portab «^ eternal death ; 

What wonder if that life-ratorias breath. 

Which dragged aie frooi th' infernal shades of night, 

Shoald melt roy ravlsli'd soal with «»'cr-dclig|ht ? 

O can roy frozen glitters choose brt ran. 

That feel the warmth of soch a glorioas san ? 

Metbioks his language, like a flaming arrow, 

potb pierce my bones, and mdts th^ wounded 

marrow. 
Thy flames, O Cupid, (tbdngfa the joyful heart 
Feels neither tang of grief, noc fears -the smart 
Of jealous doubt}, but drunk with full desires) 
Are torments, weighed with these celestiaT fires ; 
Pleasures that ravish in so high a measure. 
That O, I languish in excess of pleasure : 
What ravish'd heart, that feels these melting joys, 
Would not despise and loathe the treacherous toys» 
Of duughill earth ? what soul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd scorns, the worst that .flesh and 

blood 



I 
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Had rancour to devise ? who would not bear 
The world's derision with a thankful ear ? 
What palate would refuse full bowls of spite 
To gain a ininute*s taste of such delight? 
Great spring of light, in whom there is no shade 
But what my interposed sins have madej 
Whose marrow-melting fires admit no screea 
But what my own rebellions put between 
Their precious flames and my obdurate ear ; 
Disperse this plague-distilling cloud, and clear 
My mungy soul into a glorious day : 
Transplant (his screen, remove this bar away ) 
Then, then my fluent soul shall feel the fires 
Of thy sweet voice, and my dissolved desires 
Shall turn a sovereign balsam, to make wholo 
Those wounds my sIbs inflicted on thy soul. 



S76 EMBLEMS. ROOjr S. ' 

8. jivousT. RoUloq. Cop. xzzW. 

What fire te this that so warmeth my heart ? what 
lig^ht is this that so enlighteneth my soul? O fire! 
that always bumtth, and never goeth out, kindle 
me: O light, which ever shineth, and art never 
darlcened, illaminate me : O that I had my heat 
from thee, most holy fire I how sweetly dost thou 
barn ! how secretly dost thou shine I bow desiredly 
dost thou inflame me I 

S. BoNArBNT, Slim, Amoris* Cap, viii. 

It maketh God man, and man God.; things tei»-- 
poral, eternal; mortal, immortal; it maketh an 
enemy, a friend ; a servant, a son ; vile thingi, glo- 
rioas; cold hearts, fiery; and hard things, liquid. 



EpiO' 5. 

My soul, thy gold is true, but full of dross; 
Thy Saviour's breath refines thee with some loss; 
His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true ; 
Thou must be melted ere th^ art cast anew. 




in bul Ihee f and Ihirt U nun* 
upon eartli tial I dulri bealde thee. 
1 taTE(Bnd h&Te lotiie cautc to lorr) the earlbi 
She is m; Muker'i ereiLlurC, (herefore good : 
Bhe <i my mother, for ihe gare nie btrlh i 
She li m; tender mine | ihe glvei me fandi 
But wbaCi a creature, Ldhd, compnr'd witb Ibte i 
Or what • my molber, or my Dune, to mcF 
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I Imwe ihe air$ her iauaij iwerti refrok 
My dfi^opiag loal, aad to oew iweeli write "feies 
Her AfUlawthM ckoir sMtani ne wHk their 



And with their FMyphoaiaa notes ddight ne : 
B«t what*f the air, or all the fweets, that die 
Caa flies aij loal withal, coapar'd to thee ? 

I lore tile lea ; Ae is aij fellow-crieatare. 
My careftd ponreyor ; she prorides aie store : 
She walls aie roond ; she makes my diet greater; 
She wafts aiy treasure from a foreign shore : 
Bat, Lomo of ocieaas, when compar'd with thee. 
What is the ocean, or her wealth to me ? 

To Heav*B*s high city I direct my jovrney, 
"Whose spangled suburbs entertain mine eye; 
Bline eye, by contemplation's great attorney. 
Transcends the crystal pavement of the sky : 

Bat what is Heav'o, great God, compar'd to 
thee? 

Without thy presence, Heav'n's no Heav'n to me. 

Without thy presence, earth gives no refection ; 

Without thy presence, sea affords no treasure; 

Without thy presence, air^s a rank infection; 

Without thy presence. Heaven itself ^s no pleasure; 
If not poitsess*d, if not enjoy'd io thee. 
What's earth, or sea, or air, or Heaven, to me ? 



\ 
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The highest honours that the world can boast 
Are subjects far too low for my desire i 
The brightest beams of glory are (at most) 
But dying sparlcles of thy living fire : 

The proudest flames that earth can kindle b^ 
But nightly glow-worms, if compared to thee^ 

Without thy presence, wealth are bags of cares ^ 
Wisdom, but folly j joy, disquiet, sadness : 
Friendship is treason, and delights are snares; 
Pleasure's but pain, and mirth but pleasing mad' 

ness; 
.Without thee. Lord, things be not what they bCf 
Nor have their being, when compared with tbee^ 

In having all things, and not thee, what have I? 

Not having thee, what have my labours got ? 

Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave I ? 

And having thee alone, what have 1 not? 
I wish nor sea, nor land ; nor would I be 
Possessed of Heav*n, Heav'n unpossess'd of thee^ 




2d(» 



5. BoMAwmwT* SBJihq. Cmf. L 

Ala*! WKjGmt^mmm ] 
coafcm} tkat the boMty of thj 
cdYCd Miae e^rcsyaad I haveaatt 
art aore aauable tkaa all the 
tlMa kut conaaaicatcd bat ooe drap of tky 
anble beaaty : for wko hatfc a dar a rd the 
with ftan? who hath itorcd the air whh iawl, tfi 
water* with ith, the earth with piaats aad iowcfs? 
hat what are all thcie bat a tnwll spark of diviae 
beaaty. 

8, Ca»r». Horn. ▼. ta Ep, md MUm» 

In bavinf; oothin^y I have all thiags, hrcaaw I 
have Chriftt. Haviof; therefore all thi^ la hiai, I 
•eekoo other reward; for he b the oDivenal re- 
ward. 



Epig. 6. 

Who would not throw his better tboogbts about him» 
And scorn this dross within bim ; that, withoat him ? 
Cast up, my soul, thy clearer eye ; behold, 
I f thou be fully melted, there*s the monld. 



^ 




Ifae U m; thai I $ojourH In Match, that I it 

lAi ItRli tf Ktdar ! 
Ig ■utUTc'i courw diuotv'd ? dolb lime'i glaa Hand i 
Or hatb tome frolic hcan stl back (be hand 
orfue'i p«rpelual dockl iriirt nerer Mrikc! ' 
la crazy lime grown lasy, fUat, or tick, 
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Witb very age? or lath that great pair^oyal 
Of adamantine fisten late made trial 
Of tome new trade ? shall mortal hearts grow old 
In sorrow? shall my weary arms mfoM, 
And aiider-prop my panting sides for ertf? 
Is there no charitable hand will sever 
My well-span thread, that my imprisoa'd mbI 
May be ddiverM from this dall dark bole 
Of dvngeon flesh? O shall I, shall I nerer ' 
Be ransomed, but remain a slave for ever? 
It b the lot of man bat once to die. 
Bat e*er that death, bow many deaths have 1? 
What homan madness makes the world afraid 
To entertain Heav*n*s joys, because conveyed 
By the. hand of death ? will nakedness refine 
Rich change of robes, because the man's not spruce 
That brooght them ? or will poverty send back 
Fall bags of gold, because the brioger^s black? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths, 
Fill'd with the torment of a thousand deaths ; 
Which being prick'd by death (while dea^ deprives 
One life) presenti (he soiil a thousand lives: 
O frantic mortal, hov^ hath earth bewitched 
Thy bedlam soul, which hath so fondly pitchM 
Upon her false delights ! delights that cease 
Before enjoyment finds a time to please: 
Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears; ber fears 
Bring hopeful griefs; her griefs weep fearful tears 
Tears coin deceitful hopes ; hopes careful doubt. 
And surly passion justles passion out: 
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To-day we pamper with a full repast 

Of lavish mirth, at night we weep as fast : 

To-night we swim in wealth, and lend; to-morrow. 

We sink in want, and find no friend to borrow. 

In what a climate doth my soul reside ? 

Where pale-fac*d murder, the first bora of pride, 

Sets up her kingdom in the very smiles. 

And plighted faiths of men like crocodiles: 

Aril land, where each embroidered satin word 

Is lin'd with fraud; where Mars his lawless sword 

Exiles Astraea's balance ; where that hand 

Now slays his brother, that new-sow'd his land ; 

O that my days of bondage would expire 

In this lewd soil I Lord, how my soul's on fire 

To be dissolv'd, that I might once obtain 

Those long'd-for joys, long'd for so oft in vain ! * 

If, Moses-like, I may not live possest 

Of this fair land, Lord, let me seeH at least. 
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' S, AvQvtTiSoUloq, Cap,.x\u . 

My life is a frail life ; a corruptible life ; a life, 
which the more it increaseth, the more it decreaseth 
the farther it goeth the nearer it cometh to death. 
A deceitful life, and like a shadow, full of the 
snares of death : now I rejoice, now I languish', now 
I flourish, now infirm, now I live, and stralg^ I 
H die; now I seem happy, always miserable; now I 

laugh, now I weep : thus all things are subject to 
mutability, that nothing continueth an hour in one 
estate: O joy above joy, exceeding all joy, with- 
out which there is no joy, when shall I enter into- 
thee, that I may see my God that dwelleth in thee ? 



Epig, 7. 

Art thou so weak? O canst thou not digest 
An hour of travel for a night of rest? 
Cheer up, my soul, call home thy sp'rits, and bear 
One bad Good-friday, full-mouth*d Easter's near« 




O wrelchid man Ihal I ami ¥A« ihalldeStttr m» 
from tha tods •>/ IhU dt/ithf 
Behold (hy dariing, whicb- thy Inalful care 
Pampen, for whicb Ibj ratlen thoufhli prepare 
Such early carat for wham thy babbling broir 
So often iweati, and baokrapl eya io »w« 



286 BMBLBMft* BOOS 5.i 

Such midoight scores to nature, for whose sake 
Base earth is sainted, the infernal lake 
UnfearM, the crown of glory poorly rated : 
Thy God neglected, and thy brother hated ; 
Behold thy darling, whom thy soul affects 
So dearly ; whom thy fond indulgence 'decks ^ 
And puppets up in soft, in sillien weeds ; 
Behold the darling, whom thy fondness feeds 
With far-fetch'd delicates, the dear-tM>oght gatilB 
Of ill-spent time, the price of half my pains : 
Behold thy darling, who, when clad by thee, 
Derides thy nakedness ; and when most free, 
Proclaims her lover slave ; and being fed 
Most full, then strikes the indulgent feeder dciad. 
What meanest thou thus, my poor delnded'toal, 
To love so fondly ? can the burning coal 
Of thy affection last without the fuel 
Of counter love ? is thy compeer soxme]. 
And thou so kind to love, unlov'd again ? 
Canst thou sow favours, and thus reap disdain ? 
Remember, O remember thou art born 
Of royal blood ;, remember ihou art sworn 
A maid of honour in the court of Heav'n ; 
Remember what a costly price was giv^n 
To ransom thee from slav'ry thou wert in 
And wilt thou now, my soul, turn slave again 
The Son and Heir to Heav'n's Tri-une J£HO V£ 
Would fain become a suitor for thy love, 
And ottlers for thy dow'r his Father's throne, 
To sit for jieraphims to gaze upon ; 
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IleMl five thee honour, pleasure, wealth, and things 

Transcending far the mi^jesty of kings : 

And wilt thou prostrate to the odious cbanns 

Of this base scullion ? shall his hollow arms 

Hug thy soft sides ? shall these coarse hands untie 

The sacred zone of thy virginity? 

For shame, degen*rous soul, let thy desire 

Be quicii^ned up with more heroic fire i 

Be wisely proud, let thy ambitious eye 

Read noble objects; let thy thoughts defy 

Such amVous baseness; let thy soul disdain 

Th* ignoble proffers of so base a swain ; 

Or if thy vows be past, and Hymen's bands 

Have ceremonied your unequal hands. 

Annul, at least avoid, thy lawless act 

With insufficiency, or pre-contract : 

Or if the act be good, yet may*st thou p)ead 

A second freedom ; or the flesh is dead* 
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Naxianx. Oral, zvi. 

How I am joined to this body, T know oot; 
which, when it is healthful, provoketh me to war, 
and, being damaged by war, affecteth me with 
grief; which I both love as a fellow-servant, and 
hate as an utter enemy : it is a pleasant foe, and a 
perfidions friend. O strange conjunction and alie- 
nation : what I fear I embrace, and what I love I 
am afraid of; before I make war, I am recon- 
ciled ; before 1 enjoy peace, I am at variance. 



Bpto. 8. 

What need that house bedaub'd with flesh and blood •' 
Hang'd round with silks and gold? repaired with 

food? 
Cost idly spent ! that cost doth but prolong 
Thy thraldum. Fool, thou mak'st thy jail too 

strong. 




/ an in a itroif itlidit lam, Aaving a deiirc la 
depart, ami (a ti with Olritl. 
Wdat meanl oorcmreru) pareoti w to wear, 

And Isviat out Iheir ill^i(endei) boun. 
To purclmiic fur lu large posaatiom bcre, 

Which (tbMfh urparchu'd) are too (ruly ouni 



What 

Of law derif'd aadUw dnnlT'd eaUlb ? 
No need to fwcai for gold, wieiewith to bay 
Eftatet of lttgb-priz*d laind ; do need to tic 
Earth to their hein, were thej bat dogi^d mith 
earth aa I. 

were their fook but clogged with earth at I, 
They would not purchase with so salt an Itch; 

They would not take of alms, what now they boy ; 

Nor call him happy, whom the worid counts rich ; 

They would not take such pains, pn|ject and 

prog. 
To charge their shoulders with so great a log : 
Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater 
clog. 

1 cannot do an act which earth disdains not ; 

I cannot think a thought which earth corrupts 
not; 
I cannot speak a word which earth profanes not ; 
I cannot make a vow earth interrupts not : 
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If I but offer up an early groan, 
Or spread my wings to Heav*D*8 long long'd' 
for throne. 
She darkens my complaints, and drags my offering 
down. 

£*en like the hawk, (whose keeper's wary hands 
Have made a prisoner to her weathVing stock) 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her fast bands, 
Makes a rank bate from her forsaken blocks 
But her too faithful leash doth soon retain^ 
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain ; 
It gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again. 

So, when my soul directs her better eye 

To Heav'n's bright palace, where my treaanre 
1 spread my willing wings, but cannot fly ; [lies, 
Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot ritei 
When I but strive to mount the least degree, 
Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee ; 
Lord, how my soul is rack'd betwixt the world and 
thee ! 

Great God, I spread my feeble wings in vain ; 

In vain I offer my extended hands : 
I cannot mount till thou unlink my chains : 
I cannot come till thou release my bands t 
Which if thou please to break, and then supply 
My wings with spirit, th* eagle shall not fly 
A pitch that's half so fair, nor half so swift as I. 
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& RmwArmrr. g>g>f Cap. u 

Ak! fweet Joh, pierce the munmm of sy m 
with the healtlifid ikifis of thy lote, thM it m 

tralj bvo and ndt^aiid laas«^ ^^il^ ll^ •iily A 
we of thee $ that it may dene to be diaolied, ai 

to bewHhthee: let it fcia^f r akae lor the 

of life: let it thint after thee, the sfriag 

taio of eternal light, the itfeaa of trae 

let it alwajB dewe thee, leek thee, aad iad the 

afl4 tweetlj reU la thee. 



EnG. 9. 

What, win thy ifaacklet neither loose aor bfcak? 
Are they too ftroog, or is thine arm too weak? 
Art will prevail where knotty strenf^ denies; 
My tool, there's aquafortis in thine eyes. 





Bring mji nml out cfprhon 

AIt mdI li like a bird, my flab the eaft. 
Wherein ahe weul her weary pUgr1iiu(e 
Of taoan, u hw u eril, dally fed , 
ITIib Mcred wlae and Mcnunental biwadi 
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The keyi that lock her io and let her oat. 

Are birth and death; 'twlxt both she hops aboat 

From perch to perch, from sense to reason ; then 

From higher reason down to sense again: 

From .sense she climbs to faith $ where for a season 

She sits and sings; then down again to reason: 

From reason back to faith, and straight from thence 

She mdely flatters to the perch of sen^: 

From sense to hope ; then hops finom hepe to doubt. 

From doubt to doll despair; there seeks wbtmt 

For desp'rate freedom, and at eyVy grate 

She wildly thmsts, and bep the natlmely date 

Of th* unexpired thraldom, to release 

The afilicted captive, that can find no peace. 

Thus am I coop*d ; within this fleshly cage 

I wear my yonth, and waste my weary age ; 

Spending that breath, which was ordain'd to chant 

Heav'n's praises forth, in sighs and sad complaint : 

Whilst happier birds can spread their nimble wing 

From shmbs to cedars, and there chirp and sing. 

In choice of raptures, the harmonious story 

Of man's redemption, and his Maker's glory : 

You glorious martyrs, you illustrious stoops. 

That once were cloistered in your fleshly coops 

As fast as I, what rhet'ric bad your tongues? 

What dezt'rous art had your elegiac songs ? 

What Paul-like pow'r had your admir'd devotion ? 

What shackle-breaking faith infused such motion 

To your strong prayV, that could obtain the boon 

To be enlarged ; to be uncag'd so soon ? 
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Whilst I, poor I, can sing my daily tears, 
Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears: 
Yon great partakers of eternal glory. 
That with your Heaven-prevailing oratory 
Released your souls from your terrestrial cage, 
Permit the passion of my holy rage 
To recommend my sorrows, dearly known 
To you, in days of old, and once your own. 
To your best thoughts, (but oh't doth not befit ye 
To move your prayers i you love joy, not pity:) 
Great Lori> of souls, to whom should pris'nen fly 
But thee? thou hadst a cage as well as I ; 
And, for my sake, thy pleasure was to know 
The sorrows that it brought, and felt'st them too : 
O let me free, and I will spend those days, 
Which now I waste in begging, in thy praise. 









■ • J. '^ ,' \ 
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j^MBELM. in PnUtBg* Cap. i. 

O BMeraUc coiidiaoa of ma^kimi, dtk 
dwt for which he wm created I ahs! whi 
kMt? and wlMt hath be found? he telh la 
nea for which he wat made: aad §mtm 
for which he was oot made : what b p 
what is left ? that thiai^ is gone, wjthoiit wl 
unhappy ; that thing is left, by which he 
able: O wretched men ! from whence aA 
pelled ? to what are we Impelled ? wheac 
thrown? and whither are we harried? I 
home into banishment ; from the sight of 
our own blindness ; from the pleasure af 1 
lity to the bitterness of death i misenble 
from how great a good, to how great wm 
me I what have I enterprised ? what hafc 
whither did I go ? whither am I come ? 



Epio. 10. 

PauPs midnight voice prevaird ; his music's i 
Unhing'd the prison-doors, split bolts in su 
And sitt*st thou here, and hang^st the feeble 
And whin'st to be enlargM? soul, learn' to i 




^ 




jIt llu hart pantttk afttr tkt wattr^raoki, la 
patUiHi my ml after thee, O Ooi. 
low ilull in; foQKiie eiprot that halltiw'd lire. 
Which Reav'n hUh kindled Id m; ra*Uh'dbMTt I 
hat nnue ihill I iDvafce, that will luplre 
H; hiwlj qaill lo act a Mty pvt) 
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Wtet art dnU I devise t' eipreas desire. 
Too intricate to be expressed by art! 
Let all the nine be silent ; I refose 
Their aid in this high task, for they abase 
The flames of love too much : assist me, David^s mase. 

Not as the thirsty soil desires soft show'rs 

To qaicken and refresh her embiyon grain ; 
Nor as the drooping crests of fading flow'rs 

Request the bounty of a morning rain. 
Do I desire my Goo : these in few hours 

Re-wish what late their wishes did obtain ; 
But as the swift-foot hart doth wounded fly 

* To th' much desired streams, even so do I 
Pant after thee, my Goo, whom I most find, or die. 

Before a pack of deep-mouth*d lusts Tilfee ; 

O, they have singled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Cupid, sitting in the tree, 

Hath pierc'd my bosom with a flaming dart ; 
My soul being spent, for refuge seeks to. tfiiee. 

But cannot find where thou my refuge art : 

. Like as the swift-foot hart doth wounded fly 
To the desired streams, e'en so do I 
Pant after tbee, my God, whom I must find, or die. 

At length, by flight, I overwent the pack ; 

Thou drew'st the wanton dart from out my wound ; 
The blood that followed left a purple track, 

Which brought a serpent, but in shape a hound ; 



"% 
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We strove, he bit me ; but thou break'st his back, 
I left him grov'liDg on th' eovenom*d ground : 

Bat as the serpent-bitten hart doth fly . 

To the long longM-for streams, e*en so do I 
Pant after thee, my Goo, whom I must find or die. 

If lust should chase my soul, made swift by fright. 
Thou art the stream whereto my soul is boand t 
Or if a jav*lin wound my sides in flight. 

Thou art the balsam that must cure my wound : 
If poison chance t* infest my soul in fight. 
Thou art the treacle' that must make me sound : 
E'en as the wounded hart, embost, doth fly 
To th* streams ^xtremely long'd-for, so do I 
Pant after thee, my Goi), whom I must find, or die. 



> 
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g, CrmiL. Lib, w. ta .ToA. Gqi.z. 

O precuMM water, which qoendieth the ooisoiBe 
thirst of thisrworld, scoureth all the stains of sin* 
ners, that watcreth the earth of onr soak with hea* 
▼enly showers, and bringeth back the thinty heart 
of man to his ool j Goo. 

& AuGun. SoUloq, Cap. zxzt. . 

O foootain of life, and vein of livi^ waten, 
when shall I leave this forsaken. Impassable, i|nA 
dry earth, and taste the waters of thy sweetness, 
that I may behold thy virtue and thy glory, and 
slake my thirst with the streams of thy mercy I 
LoKD, I thirst, then art ihe spiing of life, satisfy 
me ; I thirst Lord, I thirst after thee, the living 
God! 



Epto, 11. 

The sorrow-smitten hart, deep wounded, flies 
To th' springs, with water in bis weeping eyes : 
Heav'n is thy spring : if Satan^s fiery dart 
Pierce thy faint sides; do so, my wounded heart. 




ir<l«i< lAnll I emu and oppMr tifore Qod 1 
Vmat it nj (onl the bctlcr la be lin'd 
filb boly Bre i wbU booU It to bs coln'd 
I'Uh U«av'n'i own Hanp i wb>i 'lantaca caa tkere 

ba 
o mU of hMT'DHlcKaoded pedigiee, 
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• 

More than to beasts that grovel ? are not they 

Fed by the Almighty's hand? and ev'ry day 

Fiird with his blessings too ? do they not see 

God in his creatures, as direct as we? 

Do they not taste thee? hear thee ? nay, what sense 

Is not partaker of thine excellence ? 

What more do we? alasl what serves ocr reason, 

Bat, like dark lanthorns, to accomplish treason 

With greater closeness? It affords no light. 

Brings thee no nearer to oor purblind sight: 

No pleasure fises up the least degree. 

Great Goo, but in the clearer view of thee: 

What. privilege more than sense hath reason then? 

What 'vantage is it to be bom a man ? 

How often hath my patience built, dear Lord, 

■Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word ? 

How often hath thy hope-reviving grace 

Woo'd my suspicious eyes to seek thy face? 

How often have I. sought thee ? O how long 

Hath expectation taught my perfect tongue 

Repeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne'er obtain ! 

In vain I seek thee, and I beg in vain : 

If it be high presumption to behold 

Thy face, why didst thou make mine eyes so bold 

To seek it ? if that object be too bright 

For man's aspect, why did thy lips invite 

Mine eye t' expect it ? if it might be seen. 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darken'd eye and it ? O tell me, why 

Thou dost command the thing thqp dost deny? 
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Why dost thou give me so unprizM a treasure, 

And then deny'st my greedy soul the pleasure 

To view my gift ? Alnsl that gift is void, 

And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd : 

If those refulgent beams of Hcav'n-s great light 

Gild not the day, what is the day but night? 

The drowsy shepherd sleeps, flowers droop and fade ; 

The birds are sullen, and the beasts are sad : 

But if bright Titan dart his golden ray, 

And with his riches glorify the day, 

The jolly shepherd pipes ; flow'rs freshly spring ; 

The beasts grow gamesome, and the birds they sing. 

Thou art my sun, great God ! O when shall I 

View the full beams of thy meridian eye? 

Draw, draw this fleshly curtain, that denies 

The gracious presence of thy glorious eyes ; 

Or gife me faith $ and, by the eye of grace, 

I shall behold thee, though not face to face. 



r- 
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& AvGun. hi PsmL xznx. 
Who created all things, is better than all things 
who beantified all things, is more beautifol than.al 
things: who made strength, is stronger than al 
things : who made great things, is greater than al 
things : whatsoever thon lovest, he is that to thee 
learn to love the workman in his work, the Creato 
in his creature : let not that which was made b^ 
him possess thee, lest thou lose him by whom thjFSei 
was made. 

S, Auavn, Med, Cap, xzzvii. 

O thou most sweet, most gracious, most amiable 
most fair, when shall I see thee? when shall I Im 
satisfied with thy beauty ? when wilt thou lead wa 
from this dark dungeon, that I may confess 4b2 
name? 



£p/G. 12. 
How art thou shaded, in this veil of night. 
Behind thy curtain flesh ? thou seest no light, 
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own ; 
Thy flesh is high : Soul, take this curtain down* 




BMBbBKt. 

13. 




To earlb'i bue dnldg'r; ? Shall 1 d 
A nifht of (al ? Shall my Indentnm neTcr 
Be ouKcU'd 1 Did iqjurlagt o&ture bind 



My Md carth^i 'pmrtke, with ■• cla«e to leave 
her? 
Ko 4aj of freedom? Must I ever gnmd ? 
O that 1 had the pinioBt of a dme, 
TiMt I ■iig:ht ^it ny bandfi, and soar above, 
Aad poar ay Jast coMplaiats before the sreat 
Jesote! 

How happ J are the doves, that have the p«w'r 

Whene'er they please, tofpread their airy wings ! 
Or doad-dWidiag cac;left, that can tow> 

Above the sceat of these inferior things ! 
How happy is the lark, that er'ry hoar 

Leaves earth, and then for Joy moants ap and 
sii^! 
Had my dril tool bat wings as well as they. 
How I wonld spring from earth, and clip away, 
Ai wise Aitnea did, and scorn thb ball of clay ! 

O bow my soul woold spam this ball of clay. 
And loathe the dainties of earth's painfal plea- 
sure! 
O bow I'd laugh to see men night aud day 
Turmoil to gain that trash, they call their trea- 
sure ! 
O how I'd smile to see what plots they lay 
To catch a blast, or own a smile from Cassar ! 
Had 1 the pinions of a mounting dove, 
How I would soar and sing, aud hate the love 
Of transitory toys, and feed on joys above ! 
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There should I find that eTerlasting pleasure, 
Which change remoYes not, and which chance pre* 

Ycnts not i 
There should I find that everlasting treasure, 
Which force deprives not, fortune disaugments 
not$ 
There should I find that everlasting Caesar, 

Whose hand recals not, and whose heart repents 
not; 
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove. 
How 1 would climb the skies, and hate the love 
Of transitory toys, and joy in things above! 

No rank-mouth'd slander there shall give offence, 
Or blast our blooming names, as here they do; 
No liver-scalding lust shall there incense 

Our boiling veins $ there is no Cupid's bow: 
Lord, give my soul the milk-white innocence 
Of doves, and I shall have their pinions too t 
Had 1 the pinions of a clipping dove. 
How 1 would quit this earth, and soar libovc, 
And Heaven's blessed kingdom find, and Heav'ii's 
bless'd King Jehove ! 



& ^rcrsr. 
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iktaiB Arse wiagi, I cMii fty frMd^ 
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cr, finHi the fiKc sf fbr jHliee i» the 
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dcj: IcCwfi^ l^tmtwwf^hjhtme. 



fligkt, Mm we atfaia tkM 
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an 



£nG. IS. 

Tdl ae, nj wbhing soal, did*rt ever try 
How fast the wingi of red^raasM &ith caa flj? 
Why bcgg^it tlM»«, then, the piaioai of a dore? 
Failh*! wiogi are iwiftcri bat the swiftcity lore. 





Horn: 

Tlielrbliufalngcheeki,! 



Ihg tatenuKla, Ltrd of Hotti ' 
of daji, to nbomall times are how, 
flory Knpbioia do tiaw 



Tbit, DDcoptaln'd, at once doth Bll all place* i 
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How glorious, O how far beyond the height 
Of pozzled quills, or the obtuse conceit 
Of flesh and blood, or the too flat reports 
Of mortal tongues, are thy expressless courts ! 
Whose glory to paint forth with greater ai^, 
Ravbh my fancy, and inspire my heart; 
Excuse my bold attempt, and pardon me 
For showing seme) what faith alone should-see. 
Ten thousand millions, and ten thousand more 
Of angel-measur'd leagues, from the eastern shore 
Of dungeon-earth, his glorious palace standi 
Before whitae pearly gates ten thousand bailds 
Of armed angels wait to entertain 
Those purged souls, for which the lamb was slain ; 
Whose guiltless death, and voluntary yielding 
Of whose gtv'a life, gave the brave court her build- 
ing; 
The lukewarm blood of this dear Lamb, being spilt, 
. To rubies tum*d, whereof her posts were built ; 
And what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore. 
Did turn rich sapphires, and did pave her floor: 
The brighter flames, that from his eye-balls ray'd 
Grew chrysolites, whereof her walls were made: - 
The milder glances sparkled on the ground, 
And groundsiird ev'rydoor with diamond; 
But dying, darted upwards, and did fix 
A battlement of purest sardonyx. 
Her streets with bumish'd gold are paved round; 
Stars lie like pebbles scattered on the ground; 
Pearl mixt wi^h onyx, and the jasper stone. 
Made gravellM causeways to be trampled on. 
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There shines no sun by day, no moon by night { 
The palace glory, Is Ihe palace light : 
There Is no time to measure motion by, 
There time is swallowM in eternity : 
Wry-mouthM disdain, and corner-hunting lusty 
And twy-fac'd fraud, and beetle-browM distrait, ■ 
Soul-boiling rage, and trouble-state sedition. 
And giddy doubt, and goggle^y*d suspicion, 
And lumpish sorrow, and degenVous fear. 
Are banish'd thence, and death's a stranger there i 
But simple love, and sempiternal joys, 
Whose sweetness never gluts, nor fulness cloys { 
Where face to face our ravishM eye shall see 
Great £LOHIM,that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One, and seeing him shall bless him, 
And blessing, love him ; and in love possess him. 
Here stay, my soul, and, ravish'd in relation, 
The words being spent, spend now in contempla- 
tion. 
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& Qmma* in PmmL viL PmrnUemL 

Sweet Jesus, the word of the Father, the brigkt- 
Bcss of patemnl glory, whom aogeb delight to view, 
teach me to do thy will ; that, led by thy good spirit, 
I may come to that blesKd city, where day is eter- 
nal, where there b certain secarity, and secare 
eternity; and eternal peace, and peaceful happi- 
nesi; and happy tweetocA, and sweet pleasure; 
where thou, O God, with the Father and the Holy 
Spirit, liyest and reignest world withoot end. 

Ibidem, 

There is light without darkness ; joy without grief ; 
desire without punishment; love without sadness; 
satiety without loathing ; safety without fear f health 
without disease; and life without death. 



Epia, 14. 

My foul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion 
Of SoPs bright face is seen by the reflection : 
But would *st (hou Iluow what's Heav'npril tell thee 

what : 
Think what thou canst not think, and Heav'n is 

that. 





JTstt Jlmfi, m^ kiDHrf, awl ti I , 

yaioig hart mfsiK the maanlainM of iflcti, 

Go,K«nflc tyrant, KO( Iby Oamei do pierce 
Uj loatlooilecpi tfaj lUmei ue loo, loo flercei 
My marrow mdia, nj falnllnc iplrlti fry 
In th' torrid me of thy Meridiu «ye i 



814 EMBUmt. BOOK 5> 

Away, awaj, ihj iweets are too perfaming : 
Toniytoni thy face, thy fires are too coDnuning: 
Haste hence, aad let thy winged steps oatgo 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 

Bot wilt thoa leave me, then? O thoo, that art 
Life of mv soul, soul of my dying heart, 
Withoat the sweet aspect of whose fair eyes 
My son! doth langniih, and her solace dies? 
Art thoo so easMy woo'd ? so apt to hear 
The frantic language of my foolish fear? 

Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty iirom 
me; 

Look, look opoB me, tho* thine eyes overcome me. 

how they wound ! but how my wounds content 

me! 
How sweetly these delightful pains torment me ! 
How am I tortnr'd in excessive measure 
Of plearing c^melties 1 too cruel treasure I 
Turn, turn away, remove thy scorching beams ; 

1 languish with these bitter sweet extremes : 
Haste then, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The flying roebuck, and his frighted roe. 

Turn back, my dear ; O let my ravish'd eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly; 
What, shall we part without a mutual kiss ? 
O who can leave so sweet a face as thu ? 
Look full upon me; for my soul desires 
To turn a holy martyr in those fires : 
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O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me { 
Look, look upon me, tho' thy flames overcome me. 

If thoa becloud the sunshine of thine eye, 
I freeze to death ; and if it shine, I fry; 
Which, like a fever, that my soul hath got, 
Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot: 
Alas ! I cannot bear so sweet a smart. 
Nor canst thou be less glorious than thou art. 
Haste then, and let thy winged steps outgo 
The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe. 

Bvtgo not far beyond the reach of breath; 
Too large a distance makes another death : 
My youth is in her spring; autumnal vowi 
Will make me riper for so sweet a spouse ; 
When aftertimes have burnishM my desire, 
I'll shoot thee flames for flames, and flre for flre. 

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me ; 

Look, look upon me, thoogh thy flames oVrcome 
me. 
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Awior SemUt PmndUL Ttm. ix. jimg. Ct^ viiL 

Fear aoC, O bride, nor despair; thiak aot thjidf 
if thj Bridesrooa wicMraw Ih fiwe 
all Ckiap eo-opcrate for the bc^ : both froai 
aad hif pmcace, CImni gaiaert ligbt: 
be cflMClh to thee, aad be goiA froa tbee: be 
coBietby to aMke tbee cooMlate; be goetb to wmkt 
tbee caatioBi, leit tby abaodaat coasolatiiMi paff 
tbee ap: be coaietb, tbat tby laagaiAiag aoal mmj 
be comforted; be goetb, lest bis faiailiarity iboald 
be eoateawed; aad being abient, to be More de- 
sired; aad being desired, to be BMwe earaestly 
soogfat ; aad being long tonght, to be More accept- 
ably found. 



Efiu, 15. 

My ioii], sin's monster, whom with greater 

Ten thousand fold thy God conld make than pfease, 
What woald*8t thoa have ? Nor pleas'd with loo nor 

shade? 
Heay*n knows not what to make of what he made. 




THE FAREWELL. 




Bt tJUu faUkM anlt death, and 1 will giot Ihtt ■ 

£b Mlhrnl I Loan, whal'i Ibatf 
BdlcTe t Tit cuy to bclinc ) but what f 

Tbil be whom (by bard heart haib tronndid, 

And whom tby Morn balb ipit upon, 
BBlh paid thj Bae, and balb conpomxled 

For tbeM fonl deedi Ay haidi have done : 
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fieliere that he whose i;eDtlepalmi 

Thy needle-poioted liiis hate nail'd. 
Hath borne thy ilavish load (of aUnt) 
And made supply where thou hait Ikird : 
Did every misery find so strange relief? 
It is a lore too strange for man's belief. 

Betleve that he, whose side 
Thy crimes have pierc'd with their rebeUions, died 
To save thy guilty soul from dying 

Ten thousand horrid deaths, from whence 
There was no 'scape, there was no flying. 

But throagh his dearest blood's expense ; 
Believe, tUs dying friend requires 
No other thanks for all his paio. 
But e'en the truth of weak desires. 
And, fn his love, bat lore again : 
Did ever mis*ry find so true a friend? 
It is a love too vast to comprehend. 

With floods of tears baptize 
And drench these dry, these unregen'rate eyes ; 
Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief. 

And break this fleshly rock in sunder, 
That from this heart, this hell of grief. 

May spring a Ueav'n of love and wonder: 
O, if thy mercies will remove 

And melt thb lead from my belief. 
My grief will then refine my love, 

My love will then refresh my grief : 
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Then weep, mine eyes, as he bath bled ; vouchsafe 
To drop for eyVy drop, an epitaph. 

But is the crown of glory 
The wages of a lumentable story ? 
Or can so great a purchase rise 

From a salt humour? Can mine eyes 
Run fast enough t' obtain this prize? 

If so, Lord, who's so mad to die? 
Thy tears arc trifles; thou must do: 
Alas! I cannot; then endeavour: 
I will; but will a tug or two 

Suffice the turn ?— Thou must persevere: 
ril strive till death; and shall my feeble strife 
Be crown'd ? — V\\ crown it with a crown of life. 

But is there such a dearth, 
That thou must buy what is thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy hands did form of dust, 

And give him breath, upon condition 
To love his great Creator ; must 

He now be thine by composition ? 
Art thou a gracious God and mild. 

Or headstrong man rebellious, rather ? 
O, man*s a base rebellious child, 
And thou a very gracious Father: 
The gift is thine ; we strive, thou crowo*st our strife ; 
Thou giv*8t us faith : and faith a crowa of life. 

FINIS. 
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